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Untitled 

by  Alexander  Davis  3 A 

There  once  was  a  boy  named  Minotes  and  his  father  was  DemaliUus.  King  of  Sparta.  There  [sic]  empire  was 
well  defended.  They  had  a  huge  wall  around  the  city  state  with  turrets  for  archers  and  spearmen.  There  was  only 
one  way  in  or  out  of  the  wall:  The  Great  Gates.  Every  time  the  enemy  came  near,  they  would  let  down  three  solid 
iron  gates. 

Demalilius  had  one  enemy,  in  fact  it  was  the  whole  city  state's  enemy,  Troy.  They  were  their  enemy  because 
they  would  have  Sparta  pay  a  tax  for  saiUng  cargo  ships  through  a  channel  and  lots  more. 

But  the  thing  that  really  bothered  the  Spartans  was  the  D.D.C. :  the  Dreaded  Death  Clan.  They  terrorized  the 
whole  city  state  and  killed  many  people. 

The  gates  would  be  open,  people  would  be  walking  around  and  jumping  out  of  nowhere  would  come  the 
D.D.C.  However,  they  only  attacked  if  being  ordered  by  the  King  of  Troy,  for  the  King  of  Troy  had  Sparta  pay  a  tax 
every  week.  If  the  Spartans  did  not  pay,  he  would  send  the  D.D.C.  to  attack. 

Anyway,  Minotes  was  a  fine  young  boy  and  his  father  gave  him  a  good  education  to  prepare  him  to  be  king. 
One  day  when  Troy  was  nearly  conquering  Sparta  Demililius  was  preparing  for  battle.  When  the  day  came  that 
Minotes'  father  had  gone  to  war  it  turned  out  Sparta  was  defeated  and  Minotes'  father  wad  dead.  Minotes  quickly 
took  the  throne  and  was  determined  to  carry  out  his  father's  plan.  The  next  day  he  attacked.  It  was  a  long  battle. 
Some  say  it  lasted  for  decades.  However,  Minotes  won  and  was  a  well  known  hero. 

THE  END 
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Greekerleus  and  the  Tryclops 

by  Pierre  Lin  3 A 

Greekerleus  and  the  Tryclops 

Parti 
(Greekerleus  and  the  Tryclops) 

Greekerleus  was  a  strong  man.  He  was  the  brother  of  Hercules  and  he  was  stronger  than  him.  He  fought 
many,  many  monsters  with  Hercules.  They  live  in  Greece.  Their  father  Zeus  had  split  his  head  to  cure  his  headache 
and  there  popped  out  their  sister,  Athena,  fully  grown  and  dressed  properly. 

Athena  went  with  her  brothers  to  fight  monsters.  They  fought  the  one-hundred-eyed  bull,  at  Athen,  the 
million  handed  giant,  at  Athen  too,  and  the  ten  foot  monster,  at  Knossus.  They  met  Odysseus  and  Theseus.  They  all 
went  to  find  Achilles.  When  they  found  him,  they  all  went  to  fight  the  Tryclops,  a  new  kind  of  monster. 

The  Tryclops  were  fifty  times  bigger  then  Greekerleus.  They  had  to  fight  three  of  them.  Greekerleus  took  his 
knife  and  stabbed  the  Tryclops  in  the  heel.  Hercules  stuck  his  knife  into  a  Tryclop's  heart,  and  Odysseus  stabbed 
the  eye  of  another  Tryclop.  The  three  Tryclops  were  all  dead. 

They  sailed  to  Turkey  and  saw  Hermes  coming  down  from  the  sky.  He  told  them  that  Zeus  wanted  them  to 
go  to  the  Parthnon  and  steal  the  magic  stick  for  Zeus.  So  they  did.  Achilles  stole  it  and  gave  it  to  Hermes.  He  told 
Hermes  that  he  wanted  to  know  what  heaven  looked  like,  so  Hermes  took  Achilles  to  heaven.  But  men  can't  stand 
on  clouds  so  Achilles  fell  and  Greekerleus  caught  him. 

Greekerleus  and  Hercules  returned  to  Greece,  Odysseus  and  Theseus  returned  to  Athens,  and  Achilles 
returned  to  Turkey.  They  all  had  a  big  rest.  Greekerleus  died  in  734  B.C.  and  Hercules  died  in  720  B.C. 
Greekerleus  died  because  he  was  shot  in  the  heart  by  one  of  his  friends.  Hercules  died  because  he  put  on  a  shirt  and 
it  was  stuck  and  became  his  skin.  He  pulled  so  hard  to  get  it  off  that  blood  came  out  of  his  skin  and  he  died. 

To  be  continued... 


Greekerleus  and  the  Tryclops 

Part  II 

(Dysseus  and  Pheseus) 

Odysseus  died  because  his  son  Dysseus  killed  him  with  a  knife.  Dysseus  wanted  to  be  the  strongest  in  the 
family.  That  was  why  he  killed  Odysseus.  Dysseus  had  a  ftiend  called  Pheseus.  Dysseus  told  Pheseus  to  kill  his 
own  father  Theseus  but  he  didn't  want  to.  They  travelled  around  the  world  and  fought  some  monsters. 

They  were  very  brave  to  fight  monsters  because  they  were  very  little  kids.  Once  when  they  were  sailing  back 
to  Athens  they  met  Poseidon,  a  sea  monster  that  looked  like  a  merman.  He  ate  them,  but  they  were  to  small  to  chew. 
So  he  swallowed  them.  Theseus  was  sad  so  he  killed  himself. 


THE  FOURTH  DIMENSION 


To  be  continued.. 


Greekerleus  and  the  Tryclops 

Part  m 

(How  Achilles  Died) 

Achilles  was  a  strong  man.  He  had  an  enemy  called  Hector.  He  hated  Hector  and  had  a  fight  with  him  once. 
Achilles  punched  him  in  the  stomach,  the  head,  and  the  nose.  He  kicked  him  in  the  leg.  Hector  fell  and  Achilles 
killed  him.  He  tied  Hector's  feet  on  the  back  of  a  chariot  and  the  horse  galloped.  The  chariot  moved  and  Hector  was 
dragged  behind  the  chariot. 

Achilles  was  shot  in  the  heel  by  another  enemy.  That  was  his  weak  spot.  Odysseus  and  Ajax  helped  him  up 
but  he  couldn't  stand  much  longer,  so  he  died.  He  was  a  great  hero  and  everybody  was  sad  when  he  died.  Achilles 
died  in  899  B.C. 

To  be  continued... 


Greekerleus  and  the  Tryclops 

Part  IV 

(Dachilles,  Greekerleseus,  and  Percutes) 

Dachilles  was  the  son  of  Achilles.  Dachilles  was  mad  when  his  father  died.  He  decided  to  kill  the  person 
who  killed  Achilles,  but  he  didn't  know  that  it  was  his  very  best  friend.  His  friend  was  wearing  a  mask  so  Dachilles 
didn't  know  he  was  his  friend.  When  Dachilles  killed  him,  he  found  out  that  he  killed  his  friend  Sparkules. 

Dachilles  was  sorry  that  he  killed  his  very  best  friend,  so  he  wanted  to  kill  himself,  but  his  other  friends 
stopped  him.  Dachilles  has  two  friends;  one  called  Greekerleseus  and  the  other  one  was  called  Percules.  They 
fought  some  giants.  But  this  time  the  giant  was  ten  times  bigger  than  the  ordinary  giant.  He  squashed  them  and  they 
died  in  989  B.C. 

THE  END 
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Artakis  and  the  Minotaur 

Hasan  Mirza  3 A 

There  once  was  a  man  from  Athens  named  Artakis.  One  day,  he  heard  that  there  was  a  minotaur  in  Crete 
who  was  feared  by  everyone.  Artakis  thought  that  the  minotaur  must  be  enclosed  in  a  cage  in  order  to  block  all 
access  to  it.  He  bought  some  wood,  made  a  boat,  and  sailed  to  Crete. 

When  he  arrived  in  Crete,  he  walked  on  top  of  the  maze  where 
the  minotaur  was  kept  and  trapped  the  minotaur  inside  it.  Artakis  returned  to  Athens.  He  did  not  know  that  the 
minotaur  had  escaped.  It  was  two  years  before  he  knew  about  it. 

Artakis  made  another  enclosure  with  wood  and  nails.  He  did  not  think  that  the  minotaur  would  dig  under. 
But  it  did,  both  times.  Artakis  saw  it  come  out  in  a  children's  playground.  Quickly,  he  took  the  children  out  of  the 
playground  and  brought  them  to  Athens,  where  they  would  be  safe  from  the  minotaur. 

Eventually,  Artakis  returned  to  Crete  and  made  two  minotaur-sized  enclosures  with  wood  and  nails.  He 
made  the  enclosures  airtight  and  put  them  over  the  minotaur's  hole.  The  minotaur  was  buried  forever  in  its  hole. 
Artakis  got  rid  of  the  minotaur  without  ever  touching  it.  All  was  now  safe  from  the  minotaur.  Artakis  was  indeed  a 
great  Greek  hero. 


Corleese  and  his  Journey 

Ryan  Mulligan  3 A 

Once  there  was  a  man  named  Corleese.  He  lived  in  the  city  of  Troy. 

Once  he  had  to  go  to  war  because  at  that  time  Troy  wanted  to  conquer  Athens.  So  before  he  left,  he  went  to 
the  statue  of  Athena  and  sacrificed  a  bull  for  her. 

The  next  morning  Corleese  said  goodbye  to  his  wife  and  set  sail  to  Athens.  It  was  a  long  journey  but  when 
the  Trojans  got  there,  they  were  ready  for  battle.  They  fought  for  twenty  years  and  finally  the  Trojans  won  the  war. 

They  set  sail  for  Troy.  All  the  ships  got  to  Troy  but  Corleese's  ship  didn't  make  it  back  to  Troy.  It  was  set 
off  course  by  a  storm.  They  landed  on  an  island.  Corleese  sent  a  few  men  to  search  the  island.  The  men  found  a 
griffin  with  two  heads  and  four  wings.  He  kept  Corleese  and  his  crew  prisoner  for  five  years. 

Then  they  thought  up  a  plan  to  tie  up  the  griffin  when  it  was  asleep.  So  the  next  night,  when  the  griffin  was 
asleep.  Corleese  broke  some  vines  from  the  cave  and  crept  up  to  the  griffin  and  tied  him  up,  but  the  griffin  escaped 
the  vines.  When  he  escaped,  Corleese  killed  the  griffin  with  his  sword. 

Onces  again  they  set  sail  for  Troy,  but  when  they  got  there  King  Porta,  a  Roman  king  had  taken  over  Troy. 
Corleese  went  to  King  Porta  and  killed  him,  and  so  Corleese  was  crowned  king  and  Troy  never  went  to  war  again. 

THE  END 
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This  Old  Man 

Jeremy  Alder  6A 

Hands  in  his  pocket,  the  ragedy  old  man  didn't 
want  anything  to  do  with  his  acquaintance's  burial. 
His  pace  was  slow  as  he  walked  next  to  the  group 
which  was  carrying  the  wooden  coffin.  His  hat 
covering  one  eye  yet,  on  his  grimy,  wrinkled  face  a 
frown  showed.  A  frown  of  anger,  disappointment 
and  sorrow.  He  wore  a  greyish  vest,  turned  black  by 
dirt.  His  aged  sweater  appeared  to  have  been  red  but 
was  now  a  dark  burgundy.  His  pants,  lighter  than  his 
vest  were  filthy  and  appeared  to  have  been  patched 
several  times.  He  wore  shoes  with  soles  the  thick- 
ness of  a  piece  of  paper.  His  grey  dingy  hat  shaded 
him  from  the  sun,  all  this  showing  signs  of  poverty. 


8 


VOLUME  XVn  1991 


Untitled 

Stuart  Szabo  6A 

The  North  Carolina  senate  cut  funding  to 
schools  that  only  black  children  attended.  Their 
fathers  raged  in  protest.  Riot  police  attempted  to 
control  the  vicinity  with  tear  gas.  Motivated  men 
like  these  can  and  will  be  violent,  especially  when 
they  have  umbrellas  and  other  makeshift  weap- 
ons. The  man  in  the  front  was  dressed  in  a  suit 
and  tie  and  had  pure  evil  written  on  his  face.  With 
his  arm  raised  and  his  fist  closed  he  struck  the 
policeman.  Then  the  others  joined  in.  A  brawl 
erupted.  With  fists  flying  and  bats  swinging,  the 
peaceful  protest  turned  into  a  violent  war. 
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The  Man 

Gene  Kruger  6A 

The  old  broken  man.  leaned  for  support  on  the  cold  wooden  bench  that  served  a 
seat  for  many  as  they  waited  for  the  bus.  He  was  a  vagabond.  The  drink  was  his  savior 
and  he  devoured  many  one  by  one  to  relinquish  his  tremendous  thirst.  Under  his  palm 
that  leaned  heavily  on  the  bench  was  a  kleenex,  something  he  used  often  for  the  streets 
of  Syracuse  were  always  cold.  He  had  travelled  the  roads  and  highways  and  freeways  so 
many  a  time,  that  he  would  say  he  lived  in  the  whole  of  America.  By  most  standards  he 
was  a  little  neurotic,  more  than  once  he  had  been  kicked  omit  out  of  a  park,  in  Albany, 
Casde  Rock  wherever  for  screaming.  He  rarely  begged,  as  he  had  come  out  of  family 
with  a  high  level  of  dignity  no  matter  what  their  finds  were.  He  had  one  set  of  clothes,  a 
dusted  hat  that  had  been  on  that  particular  head  for  years,  a  black  blazer,  a  black  pair  of 
slacks  and  a  disheveled  pair  of  shoes.  He  was  very  clever,  someone  who  had  chosen 
wrong  doors  and  not  had  the  opportunity  for  others.  He  was  an  optimistic  person  in  a 
group  of  pessimists,  and  for  that  reason  he  had  many  friends.  Lately  although  he  lived  in 
a  world  of  despair  he  had  been  feeUng  relieved  for  as  his  white  hair  showed,  he  was 
pushing  seventy  from  the  wrong  side  it  would  seem  he  goes.  His  wrinkled  hands  held 
wisdom  and  his  smile  wrinkles  were  very  evident.  His  German  blood  had  been  through 
4  wars  and  he  was  a  man  of  war,  of  peace,  and,  of  patriotism.  His  blue  eyes,  now  faded, 
an  almost  grey,  were  lively,  though  he  was  a  very  mellow  sort  of  person  He  was  well 
liked  and  well  loved,  he  was  kind,  a  man  who  of  many  places,  he  was  a  man  of  dignity, 
a  man  of  wisdom,  a  man  who  had  lived  through  hell  and  survived,  he  was  a  man 
destined  to  die. 
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Charlie  Shulman  6A 

As  Bruno  calmly  looked  over  the  wreck  yard  he  won- 
dered what  a  day  this  had  been.  Three  totals  brought  in,  two 
doors  bought  and  four  kids  trying  to  steal  parts,  but  no,  they 
couldn't  get  by  him. 

Bruno  was  a  huge  man.  He  was  six  feet  four  inches  and 
two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds.  He  had  seven  tatoos  and  one  of 
them,  a  smaller  one,  was  showing  on  his  arm  where  his  shirt 
sleeve  was  rolled  up.  He  wore  a  shiny  gold  watch  on  his  left 
wrist.  As  he  scratched  his  hand  with  his  rough  black  beard  he 
continued  to  observe  the  setting  sun  at  the  west,  and  wondered 
which  depanneur  to  stop  at  for  beer  on  his  way  home. 
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The  Shepard  and  the  WoCf 
'Kpuicfii  "WatanoBt  7'B 

Once  upon  a  time,  there  zvas  a  cUvct  shepfurd -wfio  xvas  Cooing  after  fiis  sfuep. 

One  day,  he  shouted  toaiithe  zniiagc.  "Tfiere  is  a  ivoCf  comingl "  In  reality,  how- 
ever, there  was  no  wolf.  The  shepherd  was  a  clever  Boy  and  he  was  Sored  with  his  worfi. 
"When  the  whole  village  came  out  to  help  him,  they  saw  it  was  a  lie.  "But  the  villagers 
were  not  very  angry  because  they  were  also  a  bit  bored  and  they  found  out  that  they 
could  get  ready  quicl^y  in  case  of  a  wolf  attacks  They  ad  felt  a  sense  cf  security. 

SI  few  days  later,  he  shouted  again.  '9lelpl  This  time  it  is  true.  l\  wolf  is  coming!" 

The  whole  village  came  out  again  and  saw  that  this  time  it  was  a  lie. 

A  few  days  after  that,  reed  wolves  appeared.  The  shepherd  saw  them  and  he 
thought  quicf^y.  lAs  he  was  very  smart,  he  imagined  that  the  village  woiddn  't  come  out 
this  time,  even  though  he  shouted  for  help.  So  then,  he  shouted,  "I  found  a  mountain  of 
irumeyl  "But  don't  come!  That  is  all  mine! " 

J^  the  voice  reached  the  village,  the  vUlagers  responded  quic^y  and  appeared  in  a 
moment.  The  wolves  disappeared  as  soon  as  the  villagers  arrived. 

Several  years  later,  the  shepherd  became  mayor  because  of  his  cleverness.  !And 
because  he  continued  doing  a  great  job,  the  village  became  the  biggest  village  of  all. 
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FIRST   PRIZE 
GRADE    8    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED     BALLAD 


Black  and  White 

By  Patrick  Brown  8A 

A  crescent  moon  and  a  starry  sky 
Gave  ofF  an  eerie  light 
Beneath,  a  row  of  faces  stared 
Out  into  the  dark  of  the  night. 

Faces  young  and  strong  of  limb 
Fueled  by  their  pride 
Their  eyes  were  those  of  tired  old  men 
Something  inside  them  had  died. 

A  cool  wind  chilled  their  faces 
And  stirred  up  stinging  sand 
Across  the  field,  a  microphone 
Spat  out  a  harsh  command. 

The  airplane  engines  started  up 
Emitting  roars  of  rage 
Men  pulled  their  helmets  down  and  prayed 
Each  locked  in  a  cold  steel  cage. 

One  by  one,  the  snow  white  jets 
Streaked  off  into  the  night 
To  fight  a  man  they'd  never  known 
Convinced  that  they  were  right. 

Soon,  the  target  was  in  sight 
The  captain  gave  consent 
The  squadron  of  white  fighter  jets 
Began  a  hushed  descent. 

Ten  thumbs  touched  ten  red  buttons 

Planes  dropped  their  deadly  load 

And  with  their  backs  t;imed  towards  the  foe 
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Took  up  the  homeward  road. 

Below,  the  great  white  dome  of  steel 
Bloomed  a  flower  of  flame 
And  split  in  with  a  thun'drous  crack 
Then  down  the  foundations  came. 

Rising  up  from  smoking  ruins 
The  avenging  Pheonix  came 
Twenty  planes  as  black  as  night 
With  pilots  dressed  the  same. 

For  many  hours  the  white  planes  fought 
Guns  fired  and  missiles  blazed 
Friend  and  enemy  troops  alike 
Looked  up  and  were  amazed. 

One  by  one,  white  planes  went  down 
Were  reduced  to  a  burning  husk 
And  of  the  bodies,  what  remained 
Was  burned  into  thick  dust. 

Just  one  white  plane  returned  to  base 
Its  body  black  and  burned 
But  of  the  twenty  pitch  black  planes 
Just  two  of  them  returned. 

But  looking  closely  at  these  jets. 
The  paint  can  chip  away 
And  under  black  and  white  paint  both 
There  lies  a  deeper  grey. 

Twenty-seven  men,  with  families 
Now  lie  in  sifting  sand 
Leaving  misty  memories 
Of  a  grieved  and  war-torn  land. 


17 


THE  FOURTH  DIMENSION 


HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    8    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    BALLAD 


War  in  the  Sand 

By  Mark  Andermann  8 

The  sun  sets  over  a  sandy  plain. 
A  day  of  war,  of  loss  and  gain, 
Leaves  night  for  us  to  mourn  the  dead, 
Young  men  and  women,  struck  with  lead. 

A  deadly  struggle  for  oil  and  land, 
Survivors  not  knowing  what's  in  store, 
For  chances  are  slight  in  times  of  war. 

A  cry  of  terror,  shrieked  aloud, 
A  courageous  boy  lies  beneath  a  shroud. 
Millions  gone  in  a  fight  for  power, 
And  all  bells  toil  in  the  dying  hour. 

Sorrow  fills  a  loved  one's  eyes, 
A  young  boy  laughs  while  an  old  man  cries. 
As  missiles  and  bombs  fall  from  a  plane, 
How  many  sotils  will  die  in  vain? 
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HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    8    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    BALLAD 


Reality  for  Ten  Years 

By  Christopher  Gay  ton  8A 

A  mounted  man  on  a  lonely  street, 
His  gun  slung  by  his  side, 
A  broad-rimmed  hat  upon  his  head; 
He  dismounts  from  his  ride. 

The  bar-room  clears  as  he  steps  in. 
Another  man  stands  tall; 
The  two  men  wait,  both  wondering 
Who'll  be  the  one  to  fall. 

The  stranger  draws,  a  shot  is  heard; 
The  man  falls  to  the  floor. 
The  stranger  has  fulfilled  his  task; 
He  heads  back  to  the  door. 

A  man  escorted  from  a  bank, 

He  suddenly  feels  sick. 

The  next  ten  years  he'll  spend  in  jail 

Because  of  an  old  cowboy  flick. 
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HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    8    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    BALLAD 


Ballad 

Corey  Lowsky  8C 

The  rain  fell  dawn  on  her  pale  soft  face, 
She  wiped  it  away  with  gloves  of  lace. 
Her  eyes,  they  shone  like  bright  stars  of  gold, 
Her  beauty  was  mine,  mine  to  behold. 

She  walked  Uke  an  angel  swift  yet  soft. 
Her  hair  glowed  like  a  light  the  sun  aloft. 
Our  love  was  strong,  strong  as  a  knife, 
We  would  Uve  together  for  all  our  life. 

One  day  he  came,  our  most  dreaded  fear, 

The  one  who  was  to  take  away  my  dear. 

He  grabbed  her  away  from  my  open  loving  arms, 

And  tried  to  please  her  with  his  so  called  charms. 

He  took  her  away  on  his  tall  white  horse. 

He  galloped  away  following  his  course. 

My  love  called  my  name  over  and  over. 

She  dropped  me  her  sash  in  the  meadow  of  clover. 

I  ran  out  to  get  it  with  tears  in  my  eyes, 
My  heart  sank  so  deep  as  I  heard  her  cries. 
I  thought  it  was  over  my  life  it  was  gone, 
I  knew  I  must  get  her  before  it  was  dawn. 

I  got  ready  to  fight  with  my  sword  and  my  shield. 
So  I  galloped  away  on  my  horse  through  the  field. 
I  left  my  cold  house  at  the  stroke  of  midnight, 
I  went  as  a  madman,  with  all  my  might. 
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The  castle  was  dark  like  a  dungeon  or  cave, 

I  had  to  be  strong,  I  had  to  be  brave. 

My  love  was  inside  fighting  her  captor, 

I  broke  down  the  door  and  ran  faster  and  faster. 

In  vain  I  fought  him  swinging  my  sword, 
But  he  was  so  good  as  I've  never  seen  before. 
And  finally  it  happened;  his  sword  hit  my  chest. 
My  life  now  over  for  endless  rest. 

So  now  I  watch  her  with  sorrow  and  pain, 
She  lives  with  him  now  having  fortune  and  fame. 
I  will  never  forget  the  love  that  we  shared. 
Our  love  was  strong  beyond  compare. 
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HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    8    CONTEST   FOR    ILLUSTRATED    BAL  LAD 


By  Brad  White  8C 

With  the  flip  of  the  coin  the  game  was  alive, 

The  Bills  and  the  Giants  in  Superbowl  twentyfive. 

The  Bills  to  receive  and  take  the  ball, 

To  try  and  conquer  the  best  defense  of  them  all. 

They  tried  and  tried  but  to  no  avail. 

For  after  three  quick  downs  the  Giant  defense  would  prevail. 
And  quick  to  punt  were  Levy  and  his  coaching  pack. 
Right  to  Dave  Megget  for  a  thirteen  yard  rtmback 

So  out  came  the  offense  ready  to  run, 
For  the  offensive  strategy  a  mystery  to  no  one, 
They  would  hit  and  punish  and  poimd, 
Running  the  Bill  defense  into  the  ground. 

After  several  plays,  the  punishment  took  its  toll. 
Bill  exhaustion  resulted  in  a  Giant  Field  Goal. 
Now  the  six  point  underdogs  were  up  by  three, 
Kicking  off,  Bsihr  blasted  the  ball  from  the  tee. 

But  the  Bills  wouldn't  be  held  for  long, 

Kelly  hit  Reed  with  a  sixty  yard  bomb. 

Play  after  play  the  Giant  defense  reached  new  heights, 

The  Bills  were  forced  to  put  the  ball  through  the  uprights. 

All  tied  up  after  a  quarter  of  play, 

A  deep  Norwood  kick  much  to  Giant  dismay. 

Blocked  by  rushers  and  unable  to  see, 
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Megget  downed  the  ball  and  they  took  it  from  the  three. 

On  this  drive,  Hostetler  was  unable  to  complete, 

On  this  one  drive,  the  offense  was  beat. 

So  out  came  Landeta  to  kick  it  as  far  as  he  could. 

The  Bills  had  a  nice  runback,  and  things  didn't  look  good. 

The  Bill  offense  trotted  out  ready  to  score, 
They  moved  the  ball  ahead  more  and  more. 
They  ran  and  passed  right  to  the  one, 
They  gave  the  ball  to  Davis  and  the  deed  was  done. 

So  now  down  by  seven,  the  Giants  were  worried, 
Their  actions  and  thoughts  were  rushed  and  hurried. 
Confused  and  rushed,  they  were  unsure  of  what  to  do, 
A  foolish  mistake  led  to  a  Bill  safety  and  an  easy  two. 

But  Parcells  calmed  his  team,  and  settled  them  down, 
A  quick  Giant  drive  led  to  a  Baker  touchdown. 
Into  the  locker  room  for  the  halftime  chat. 
Listening  to  Parcells,  the  players  patiently  sat. 

Out  of  the  locker  room  ready  to  play, 
On  sixteen  plays,  they  took  it  all  the  way. 
Now  up  by  five  and  late  in  the  game, 
But  the  wild  Bills  were  hard  to  tame. 

Kelly  gave  the  ball  to  Thomas  and  watched  him  fly. 
Glancing  at  defenders  as  he  passed  them  by, 
Thanks  to  this  man  who  was  both  fast  and  supple. 
The  discoiu-aged  Bills  were  now  up  by  a  couple. 

Now  late  in  the  game  New  York  knew  what  to  do. 
They  left  it  to  Hostetler  and  watched  as  he  threw. 
People  said  he  couldn't  do  it,  but  how  they  were  wrong. 
He  completed  all  his  passes  both  short  and  long. 

Bahr  hned  up  for  his  Field  goal  try, 
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His  perfect  kick  both  straight  and  high, 

Right  through  the  posts  and  into  the  stands, 

The  Giants  cheered  as  tee  referee  raised  his  hands. 

How  up  to  the  defense  to  hold  the  lead, 

But  Kelly  got  ten  with  a  quick  out  to  Reed. 

Now  up  to  Norwood  to  put  an  end  to  the  fight, 

But  too  nervous,  he  kicked  the  ball  wide  to  the  right. 

So  twenty-  nineteen  was  the  final  score, 

People  would  doubt  the  Giants  no  more. 

One  SuperBowl  is  great,  but  even  better  is  two. 

So  next  year  be  on  the  lookout,  for  the  Giants  of  ninety-two. 


The  Hunt 

Chis  Gay  ton  8 A 

The  locker-room,  a  metamorphosis, 
Changing  man  to  armored  beast. 
The  apprehensive,  queasy  feeling. 
Wondering  about  the  game  in  store. 

The  intense  final  silence, 
Broken  tersely  by  the  whistle. 
From  the  moment  of  the  kick, 
The  hunt  was  on. 

Each  single  play,  a  minute  lifetime. 

Cut  short  by  a  whistle. 

Occasional  mishaps,  the  ball  dropped  anf  fumbled. 

But  a  lead,  retained,  eventually  wins. 
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"Hell  Would  Be  Not  Worse" 

Chris  Gayton  8A 

Hell  itself  would  be  not  worse. 
In  their  watchful  eyes  a  target, 
This  uniform  is  a  curse. 
And  as  I  see  a  man  run, 

He  stops,  goes  rigid,  then  his  poise 

Is  gone.  He  crumples  to  the  ground. 

His  death  is  lost  amidst  the  noise,  And  his  body  is  not  found. 

In  my  hands  I  hold  life  or  death. 
For  war  is  never  deathless, 
And  I  coxild  steal  a  man's  last  breath 
Until  he  lay  there,  breathless. 

And  though  men  suffer  terrible  pain. 
Their  leaders  measure  war  only  in  gain. 
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The  Race 

By  David  Marquis  8A 

Glaring  white  shards  of  Ught, 
totally  blinded  the  racer's  sight. 
Hovering,  the  skis  sped  down  the  hill, 
the  racer's  mind  set  on  the  kill. 
As  the  figure  flew  out  of  sight, 
I  remembered  one  of  my  own  flights. 

Svmshine,  reflecting  off  the  ice, 

could  be  described  as  nice. 

My  own  skis  scraping,  carving,  flying, 

my  mind  intent  on  not  dying. 

Because  every  single  skier  knows, 

a  bad  fall  sometimes  means  a  fatal  blow. 

Then  a  mound  of  snow  loomed  above  me, 

I  flew  and  lost  my  ski. 

So  it  just  goes  to  show,  even  though  fun  to  do, 
Skiing  could  very  well  be  fatal  too. 
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Remembering 

Matthew  Beckerleg 

I  sit  remembering, 

remembering  the  horror, 

the  steady  ring  of  firing  in  the  air, 

and  the  rain  pattering  down  upon  my  head. 

I  sit  renenbering, 

remembering  the  savage  faces  of  my  fellow  soldiers, 

and  their  cruel  hatred  for  the  foe. 

I  can  still  hear  the  shrill  screams  of  horrid  pain. 

I  sit  remenbering, 

remembering  the  awful  deaths  of  friends, 

the  poindess  brutality, 

and  the  terrified,  but  sad  emotions  shared  by  all. 

I  sit  remembering, 

a  tear  trickles  down  my  face, 

I  imagine  the  faces  of  those  who  remain. 

The  chopper  flies  me  to  safety, 

back  to  a  home  and  family, 

back  to  peace  and  happiness. 
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The  At-Bat 

By  Louis  Pearson  8 A 

As  I  Step  up  to  the  plate  calmly, 

A  feeling  of  nervousness  and  pressure  echoes  through  my  head. 

A  sense  of  power  and  cockiness  rushes  through  my  body, 

The  adrenalin  flows  through  mt  blood  as  the  situation  excites  me. 

I  slowly  dig  my  feet  into  the  sofl  earth. 

They  settle  gently  like  my  head  on  a  feather  pillow. 

My  hands  close  malleably  around  the  handle  of  the  metal  bat. 

The  reflection  of  the  stm  on  the  bat  blinds  me,  but  I  recover. 

I  feel  that  nothing  or  no  one  can  stop  me  now. 

I  stare  into  the  pitcher's  eyes. 

He  stares  back  into  mine. 

As  if  in  a  trance  our  minds  are  fixed  on  only  the  job  we  must  do. 

I  cooly  take  my  practice  swing  with  my  eyes  still  locked  on  the  pitcher. 

I  look  over  to  third  base. 
The  fielder  pats  his  glove  softly  expecting  to  get  the  ball. 

As  the  situation  comes  into  focus  every  thing  moves  in  slow  motion; 

The  pitcher  turns  his  foot,  steps  towards  me,  and  releases  the  ball. 

It  comes  hurtling  from  his  hand, 

I  felt  like  I  have  ages  to  hit  the  ball,  yet  I  must  react  in  half  a  second, 
I  swing  gracefully  and  the  ring  of  contact  echoes  through  the  air. 

The  reverberations  of  the  bat  sting  my  hands. 

The  ball  travels  through  the  air  at  high  speeds, 

falls  gently  on  the  wet  outfield  lawn, 

I  step  on  first  base  and  the  fantasy  is  over. 
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Violent  Vietnam! 

by  Vicky  Sawhney  8A 

Sitting  on  my  bed, 

Waiting  to  be  picked, 

Dreaming  of  helicopters  overhead, 

And  the  sound  of  guns  being  clicked. 

I  am  wondering  if  I  will  die. 
Fearing  pain  but  not  death, 
Nothing  to  fear  but  fear  itself, 
and  no  more  homebaked  apple  pie. 

Poor  innocent  souls  dying  as  decoys, 
Distracting  us  from  ambush  behing. 
Whole  villages  covered  in  youths' 
Making  us  feel  bad  inside. 


For  we  just  serve  our  count 
In  fear  of  losing  pride. 
Our  country  depends  on  us. 
If  we  lose  they  will  have  o 
But  still  some  rejoyce  in 
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Music  in  My  Life 

By  David  Marquis  8A 

The  teachers  shouting,  bosses  screaming, 

Are  too  much  for  one  to  enjoy. 

One  needs  to  flee  from  the  noise  and  strain, 

And  rest  the  deUcate  sound  receivers, 

So  they  may  work  again. 

A  good  way  to  escape  these  noises  is  to  listen  to  some  music. 

Not  the  banging,  screaming,  loud  noises  of  many  music  artists, 

But  the  soft  flowing  sound  of  clarinets,  flutes,  and  pianos. 

Wood  and  brass  are  tools  through  which  magic  seeps  out  and  fills  the  air 

With  its  majestic  presence. 

This  magic  is  music. 

It  cures  the  sick  and  calms  the  stressed. 

It  is  a  Godsend  in  itself. 

But  the  magnificence  of  this  magic  cannot  be  totally  comprehended 

Unless  one  relaxes  and  allows  it  to  flow  through  one's  head  as  it  soothes  one's 

nerves  and  problems. 
Music  is  magic,  music  is  beautiful. 
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Of  Sea  Cows  and  Sewage: 
Just  Another  Day  on  the  Water 

By  Patrick  Brown  8A 

Last  summer  I  had  the  privilege  of  going  to  a  sailing  school  and  sailing  a  boat  out  into  the  wild  brown  depths 
of  the  Sl  Lawrence.  We  were  divided  into  groups  of  four  and  each  group  was  issued  a  boat.  Our  "boat"  turned  out 
to  be  a  box-shaped  fiberglass  craft  approximately  fourteen  feet  long  with  a  cracked  bow  that  looked  as  if  it  had  seen 
many  a  reef  and  rock.  1  was  filled  with  sudden  inspiration,  and  right  then  our  vessel  was  christened  "Sea  Cow". 
Cautiously,  the  four  of  us  stepped  inside  the  splintering  structure,  and  soon  we  were  heading  out  into  open  water. 

Fortunately,  the  weather  was  pretty  calm,  and  for  a  while  we  almost  had  fun.  The  fragrant  scent  of  sewage 
was  sweet  upon  our  nostrils,  and  our  hardy  craft  plowed  like  a  juggernaut  through  waters  thick  with  discarded  coke 
bottles  and  dead  fish.  It  gave  us  a  sense  of  freedom,  1  guess.  However,  we  soon  discovered  that  Sea  Cow  was  far 
from  the  best  a  young  sailor  could  hope  for.  Because  of  her  unique  shape  (I  swear  she  was  connected  at  absolutely 
right  angles)  she  had  a  disturbing  tendency  of  trying  to  go  under  a  wave  instead  of  over  it.  On  cold  days,  we'd  sit 
huddled  in  the  back  of  the  boat,  shivering  miserably,  while  the  fierce  wind  howled  above  us,  and  Sea  Cow  would 
slide  happily  under  a  wave.  Our  bow  would  submerge  completely,  and  water  would  hit  our  craft's  square  front  with 
tremendous  force  and  spray  onto  us  in  great  showers,  drenching  us  to  the  skin.  Then  she'd  somehow  be  back  up 
again,  a  bit  of  seaweed  dangling  from  her  nose,  and  move  off  sluggishly  for  some  destination.  Besides  this,  there 
were  the  pulleys  that  refused  to  work,  the  frayed,  rotting  ropes,  and  the  rudder  that  had  a  habit  of  coming  off. 

In  really  rough  weather,  when  the  sky  turned  a  menacing  grey  and  the  dark  waves  lashed  at  us  with  a  savage 
fury.  Sea  Cow  would  simply  refuse  to  move  at  all.  Fu-st,  a  little  rope  somewhere  would  pop  loose  and  our  sails 
would  come  tumbling  down.  If  we  cranked  our  sails  back  up  again  and  kept  on  sailing,  something  else  would  soon 
go  wrong,  and  we'd  have  to  stop  again.  After  a  few  minutes  of  that  kind  of  weather,  there'd  be  a  horrible  snap  and 
our  mast  would  tumble  down  like  a  felled  tree,  leaving  us  standing  there,  dejected,  in  the  cold  wind. 

To  our  great  disappointment,  though,  no  matter  what  state  we  brought  her  back  in  she'd  always  be  there  the 
next  morning,  perhaps  with  a  hastUy  re-erected  mast,  and  waiting  eagerly  for  the  taste  of  lake  water  and  the  feel  of 
wind  upon  her  shrouds,  waiting  to  go  out  again.  So  it  was  that  every  morning  we  trooped  gloomily  up  to  her 
battered  hull,  said  a  silent  prayer,  and.  hoping  that  her  plug  would  stay  in  and  that  her  mast  would  stay  up,  took  our 
lives  in  our  hands  and  headed  out  of  the  harbour,  ready  for  just  another  day  on  the  water. 
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A  Walk  in  the  Woods 

By  Patrick  Brown  8A 

Every  evening  during  those  long  winter  weeks,  I'd  throw  on  my  coat  and  take  a  walk.  Out  across  the  yard, 
past  the  chicken  coop  where  the  fat  hens  clucked  and  ruffled  their  feathers  under  the  heat-lamps,  over  the  frozen 
creek,  scratched  by  the  skates  of  the  district's  children,  and  then  I'd  walk  down  the  path  to  the  forest's  edge.  The 
trees  were  magical  at  this  time  of  year,  tall  majestic  giants  shouldering  their  huge  burdens  of  snow  with  massive 
dignity.  Every  now  and  then  a  sharp  wind  would  rustle  their  branches  and  send  down  a  curtain  of  powdery  snow, 
stirring  up  snowflakes  that  twinkled  like  diamonds  in  the  sun,  each  one  breath-taking,  fragile,  and  unique.  I'd 
glance  quickly  back  at  the  fading  lights  of  the  farm,  made  fainter  by  a  slight  mist  of  blowing  snow,  and  then  plunge 
into  the  dead  silence  of  the  forest. 

Here,  the  trees  provided  a  haven  from  the  harsh  weather  outside.  Giant  banks  of  fresh  snow  soaked  up  all 
sound  into  a  well  of  silence.  The  scent  of  the  pines  was  strong  in  the  air,  smelling  more  like  Christmas  than 
anything  else.  1  struggled  through  a  patch  of  deep  snow  that  lay  across  the  path,  and  for  a  minute  it  seemed  as  if  the 
whole  world  was  in  slow  motion,  here  in  the  unreal  depth  of  the  woods. 

Abruptly,  the  plaintive  cry  of  a  tough  winter  bird  startled  me  out  of  my  reverie.  I  breathed  in  deep  of  the  cool 
winter  air,  and  continued  my  walk.  Soon,  a  gap  in  the  trees  gave  me  a  view  of  the  town  below.  1  was  standing  at  the 
edge  of  a  sharp  hill,  and  looking  down  the  trees  thinned  out  and  1  could  see  across  the  frozen  fields  to  the  town's 
lights  winking  silently  at  me  from  far  away. 

A  quick  look  at  the  sun  told  me  that  I  should  be  going  home.  In  the  village  right  now,  shops  would  be  ready 
to  close  up  for  the  night.  As  I  mmed  to  leave,  the  red  light  of  the  setting  sun  flashed  on  the  church  tower  as  if  in 
acknowledgement. 

So,  I  walked  back  though  the  scented  woods  at  a  slightly  quicker  pace,  fully  aware  of  the  speed  at  which 
night  fell  on  these  cold  December  days.  Sure  enough,  by  the  time  I  returned  to  the  welcome  light  of  the  farmstead,  a 
sprinkling  of  stars  shone  in  the  night  sky,  and  a  lonesome  wolf  offered  a  mournful  howl  to  a  pale  winter  moon. 
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THE 


EEL 


The  eel  slithered  gracefully  through  the  coral  and 
weeds,  gliding  like  some  great  dragon  of  that  lay 
before  him.  In  the  tiny,  legend  over  the  colorful 
landscape  cramped  cabin  of  the  submarine, 
Paul  watched  through  a  pane  of  glass  an  inch  thick  as 
it  slid  through  the  water  like  a  deadly  arrow,  bearing  down  swiftly  on  a  small  group  of  unsuspecting  blennies.  The 
water  erupted  into  a  cloud  of  crimson  as  the  eel's  jaws  locked  onto  one  blenny's  throat  and  dragged  it,  flaihng 
weakly,  down  to  its  death.  The  way  the  eel  fought,  its  victims  didn't  even  have  a  chance. 

Paul  sighed.  Stooped  almost  double,  he  went  over  to  the  wall  intercom  and  called  the  engine  room.  "How 
much  be  longer  is  it  going  to  be?" 

"Another  twenty  minutes  at  most.  We've  isolated  the  problem, 
and  there's  no  real  damage  to  the  engine.  We'll  have  you  out  of  here  in  no  time. "' 

Paul  hung  up  the  receiver  slowly.  In  another  twenty  minutes  it  would  begin.  As  always,  he  was  nervous,  but 
with  his  nervousness 

there  was  the  excitement,  the  fire  in  his  blood  when  the  torpedo  streaked  through  the  water,  leaving  a  great  sheet  of 
white  spray  behind,  the  passion  he  felt  when,  after  sometimes  hours  of  chase  and  tenseness,  he  fired  the  perfect  shot 
that  sent  his  target  bursting  into  tiny  pieces,  leaving  billows  of  crackling  flame  behind.  Then  the  tremendous  relief, 
and  the  joy  and  happiness  as  the  crew  whooped  and  patted  him  on  the  back  and  celebrated  for  having  lived  through 
another  day.  Today,  their  target  was  a  Japanese  cargo  ship  scheduled  to  leave  any  minute  now  from  the  nearby 
shore  of  Taru  Atoll.  Paul  glanced  at  his  watch.  It  was  almost  time.  He  got  up  and  went  to  the  torpedo  room. 

n%  ^  ^  T^ 

The  ascent  began  smoothly,  as  usual.  Paul  glanced  around,  checking  all  the  instruments  and  their  long 
columns  of  blinking  lights.  Everything  was  going  fine.  He  could  sense  the  presence  of  those  in  the  room  behind 
him,  undoubtedly  the  captain  and  some  of  his  officers,  all  watching  him  and  what  he  was  going  to  do.  Loading  the 
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four  torpedo  tubes.  Paul  got  ready  to  raise  the  periscope. 

As  soon  as  he  did  so  he  saw  the  ship.  It  was  short,  fat  but  study-looking,  and  heading  northwest,  probably  for 
Japan  or  the  Chinese  coast.  Paul  called  to  the  captain.  "Target  sighted."  There  was  a  moment's  silence,  then,  the 
captain's  dry,  calm  voice. 

"Fire  at  will." 

The  dull  hum  of  the  engine  began  again  as  the  submarine  came  in  closer.  Paul  was  surprised  that  they  hadn't 
been  spotted.  Sweat  dripped  slowly  off  his  face  onto  the  floor  of  his  room,  interrupting  the  tense  silence.  He  took 
careful  aim.  Then  his  thumb  went  down  on  the  red  button,  and  the  torpedo  burst  from  its  narrow  tube  and  sped  off 
through  the  water,  missing  the  ship's  starboard  bow  by  a  matter  of  feet.  People  behind  him  swore.  He  could  hear  the 
captain's  strained  voice  behind  him.  "Easy,  son.  Let's  get  her  this  time,  eh?  Don't  have  much  time  left  before  they 
start  chasing  us  instead." 

Their  sub  was  moving  still  closer.  Now  Paul  could  actually  see  what  was  going  on  on  the  ship's  deck. 
Streamers  danced  from  the  rails  in  the  light  offshore  breeze,  and  all  the  Japanese  crew  had  been  laughing  and 
singing  and  eating.  But  the  passing  of  the  torpedo  had  not  gone  unnoticed.  All  the  revelry  had  gone  from  the 
Japanese's  spirits,  and  they  stood  gaping  in  bewilderment  at  the  deadly  torpedo's  wake  that  was  still  lapping  at  their 
hull.  "Why  were  they  so  surprised,  the  damn  fools!"  thought  Paul,  "They're  in  a  war  zone,  and  we're  firing  at 
them!"  Nevertheless,  he  felt  a  twinge  of  uneasiness.  He  could  remember  his  own  early  childhood,  when  he  had  had 
those  same  kinds  of  streamers  on  his  birthdays.  He  could  remember  his  pleasure  and  surprise  when  he  came  home, 
finding  them  draped  all  over  the  house...  Paul  was  interrupted  by  an  angry  growl  from  the  captain.  "Kill  the 
bastards!" 

"But  Sir,  they  seem  to..." 

"Kill  them!  They've  got  weapons,  too,  and  they're  not  going  to  sit  around  waiting  for  us  to  kill  them!" 

Paul  fired  again.  Tube  number  two  released  its  deadly  load,  and  the  side  of  the  ship  exploded  in  a  cloud  of 
flame  and  flying  metal,  leaving  a  huge,  jagged  hole  in  the  ship's  hull.  The  craft  had  slowed  down  to  a  sluggish 
crawl,  and  was  listing  heavily  to  one  side.  Something  on  deck  had  caught  fire,  and  sheets  of  fiame  were  spreading 
across  the  deck,  driven  by  the  rising  wind.  The  crew  was  running  about  like  a  group  of  ants  whose  ant  hill  has  been 
kicked  down.  Paul's  thumb  went  down  for  the  third  time,  but  nothing  happened.  "Tube  number  three's  stuck!"  he 
called.  "Going  on  to  tube  four."  He  glanced  frantically  at  the  ship's  deck.  Amongst  the  debris  and  dead  bodies,  two 
men  were  setting  up  a  depth  charge.  Further  along,  a  young  sailor  was  looking  straight  at  Paul's  periscope.  Tears 
were  running  down  his  face,  and  his  lips  moved  as  he  spoke  to  his  enemy  in  a  final  plead  for  mercy.  But  Paul 
thought  of  the  depth  charges,  and  knew  he  had  no  choice. 

The  last  torpedo  flew  through  the  water  and  hit  the  ship  head  on.  This  time,  its  progress  wasn't  impeded  by 
the  Japanese  ship's  thick  steel  plating,  but  it  went  straight  to  the  engine  room.  And  all  of  a  sudden,  the  ship 
exploded  with  a  savage  roar,  the  hundreds  of  fragments  of  red  hot  metal  that  were  its  remains  thrust  up  high  into  the 
air,  to  come  hurtling  down  a  few  seconds  later  like  some  horrible  rain  as  the  last  ttaces  of  fire  sizzled  away  into  the 
ocean.  Soon,  the  ocean  was  normal  again,  except  for  the  crying  of  a  few  irritated  seagulls  and  the  remains  of  a 
water-laden  streamer  sinking  slowly  into  the  depths.  Then  the  submarine  went  down  again  with  barely  a  ripple,  and 
the  red  sun  sank  slowly  into  the  horizon,  leaving  only  the  sound  of  the  waves  pounding  relentlessly  on  the  rocky 
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shore. 

«         4<         >•<         !k 

Ever  since  that  day,  Paul  had  been  haunted  with  the  screams  of  the  doomed  sailors,  and  the  face  of  the  young 
man  who,  at  the  last  minute,  had  asked  Paul  to  spare  him.  No  more  was  Paul  filled  with  excitement  at  the  mention 
of  war.  but  was  worried  by  that  gnawing  question.  Why  hadn't  they  been  ready  to  fight?  Other  ships  in  the  area  had 
been  sunk  recently,  and  his  first  miss  would  have  given  the  Japanese  a  good  chance  to  turn  the  tables  on  him.  Paul 
got  his  answer  a  few  days  later.  The  news,  almost  a  week  late  in  reaching  them  because  of  the  litUe  contact  the 
submarine  had  with  the  outside  world,  was  that  the  Japanese  had  given  up.  Peace  had  been  declared. 


Joie 
de  ^ivre 

by  David  Drury  8C 

It  was  a  typical  Texas  evening.  The  sun  was  slowly  sinking  beneath  the  pastures  of  the  ranch.  The  song  of 
the  birds  was  slowing  down,  and  the  familiar  "clunk"  could  be  heard  coming  from  the  field.  This  sound  had  been 
heard  every  night  for  almost  two  years.  It  was  the  sound  of  young  Jim  Rodgers  pitching  his  baseball  against  the 
rotting  fence.  He  had  carved  out  a  buU's-eye  on  the  fence,  and  it  seemed  as  if  he  always  hit  it.  At  dusk  he  would 
wash  up  for  dinner,  eat.  do  his  schoolwork,  and  go  to  sleep. 

Jim  remembered  these  days  aU  his  life.  As  a  high  school  pitcher,  he  attracted  a  lot  of  attention.  Men  with 
custom-tailored  suits  and  large  pocketbooks  came  to  watch  him  play.  They  proclaimed  that  there  was  fame  and 
fortune  awaiting  him  in  the  Big  Leagues.  After  his  senior  year.  Jim  received  counUess  letters  and  lucrative  offers 
from  teams  aU  over  the  country.  They  dangled  money  and  fame  in  front  of  him  like  charms.  EventuaUy  he  made  the 
decision  to  go  to  the  Big  Leagues. 

As  the  day  that  he  would  have  to  leave  approached,  he  knew  that  the  glowing  cities  and  fancy  cars  would  be 
a  change  from  his  famUiar  surroundings,  but  he  was  ready.  The  night  before  he  was  to  leave  his  father  entered  his 
room. 

"Jimmy." 
"Yes,  sir?" 

"Jimmy,  there  ain't  nothin'  I  can  say  that  could  prepare  you  for  what  you's  gonna  experience.  Y'er  goin'  out 
into  thereal  worid  now.  Jimmy.  They  got  fast  cars  n'  fancy  stores.  But  son.  you  gotta  remember  yer  upbringin'. 
You  didn't  have  much,  but  you  had  a  decent  Ufe.  No  fast  cars  n'  fancy  shops,  but  you  had  yer  principles  and  yer 
goals.  Now,  when  you  go  out  into  th'  world,  you  gotta  remember  those  principles,  son.  Remember  them  good.  They 
might  have  fast  cars  n'  fancy  shops,  but  they  ain't  got  nothin'  like  we  got  here  in  Texas.  We're  happy  right  here. 
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Something  about  these  words  caught  Jim.  He  understood  them  and  knew  what  they  meant. 

He  was  not  the  greatest  of  pitchers  when  he  arrived  in  the  Majors,  but  he  worked  hard  and  relentlessly,  and 
he  got  better  -  much  better.  He  began  to  lead  the  league  in  strikeouts  and  rapidly  gained  fame  and  fortune.  But  he 
was  still  the  same  Jimmy  that  his  father  had  spoken  to  so  many  years  ago. 

His  father  died  and  left  him  the  ranch.  Jimmy  did  not  sell  it  and  move  into  a  villa.  He  kept  it  and  lived  there. 
He  was  one  of  the  greatest  pitchers  of  all  time,  yet  he  was  honest,  carefree,  and  modest.  He  was  stunned  when  the 
Vice-President  came  to  shake  his  hand.  He  did  not  own  a  fast  car.  He  did  not  shop  in  fancy  stores.  The  ranch  pick- 
up truck  and  general  store  were  all  he  needed  to  be  happy. 

On  a  fine  evening  almost  two  months  into  his  twenty-second  season.  Jim  Rodgers  beat  his  own  record  by 
throwing  his  seventh  no-hitter.  That  same  night,  the  record  for  stolen  bases  was  broken  by  a  flashy  young  player. 
That  young  man  received  a  red  sports  car.  Jim  received  a  bottle  of  champagne  from  his  coach. 

The  next  night,  Jim  played  catch  with  his  son  and  went  in  to  enjoy  the  champagne  with  his  wife.  He  was 
happy.  He  had  been  happy  every  day  of  his  career,  but  people  could  not  grasp  that.  He  was  happier  than  the  young 
man  who  had  received  the  car.  He  did  not  live  in  luxury,  he  did  not  own  a  sports  car,  he  did  not  wear  fancy  clothes. 
But  he  did  do  something  that  most  of  the  people  surrounding  him  did  not  do:  he  enjoyed  life. 
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Medic 
at 


El  Alamein 


by  David  Hynes  8A 

It  was  the  fourth  day  of  Hell.  The  tanks 
roared  like  thunder  over  the  dune.    Barnes 
thought  he  would  go  deaf  and  mad  if  it 
continued  any  longer.  But  still  the  body  count 
rose  and  his  job  was  never  done.  He  had  just 
finished  an  amputation  and  his  clothes  were 
blood-spattered.  The  patient  lay  groaning  on  a 
blanket  in  the  sand.    As  Barnes  walked  away, 
the  groaning  was  swallowed  up  in  the  rumbling 
of  heavy  artillery  and  mortars  and  the  rattle  of 
men's  rifles.  He  was  tankful  he  could  no  longer 
hear  the  man's  voiced  agony. 
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The  captain  lay  on  the  dune,  scanning  the  battle  with  a  pair  of  binoculars.  The  radio  crackled  to  the  right  of 
another  soldier.  Three  other  soldiers  lay  beside  the  captain  on  the  dune.  Six  body  bags  lay  in  a  clean  row  to  Barnes' 

left.  The  patched-up  patients  lay  groaning  on  the  ground  behind  him. 

Just  then,  two  soldiers  scampered  up  the  hill  carrying  somebody  between  them.  The  man's  head  was  roughly 
bandaged.  Blood  pulsed  from  a  heavy  wound  in  his  right  chest.  One  could  even  make  out  the  man's  heartbeat  as  the 
blood  spilled  out  in  bulges  to  his  heartbeat.  His  legs  were  stained  red  and  pieces  of  shrapnel  protruded  from  them. 
Surely  this  man  could  not  be  alive! 

Two  of  the  soldiers  lying  on  the  hill  scrambled  up  to  catch  him  as  the  others  returned  to  the  battle.  The 
captain  continued  to  stare  out  at  the  battle,  unmoved  by  the  scene.  They  dragged  the  dying  man  to  Barnes.  He 
grabbed  a  blanket  and  lay  the  man  down. 

The  man  leaned  forward  and  grasped,  "Water!" 

One  soldier  fetched  him  some  water.  He  cleared  his  throat  after  taking  a  long  gulp  of  water. 

Barnes  said,  "Talk  to  me....  Keep  talking....  Tell  me  what  happened Just  keep  talking " 

He  pulled  the  bandage  off  gently  and  realized  the  man's  eye  was  missing.  He  proceeded  to  clot  the  blood 
and  administer  alcohol  to  the  wounds.  He  began  to  remove  the  pieces  of  shrapnel. 

"We...  Ah....  went  down  into...  valley...  advised  the  CO....  not  do  it ....  e  goes  anyway  and....  and  gets  the 
whole  lo'  of  us  blasted....  Ah!" 

"Sorry  chap,  go  on"  said  Barnes,  pulling  out  a  rather  large  piece  of  shrapnel. 

The  captain  continued  to  stare  out,  undisturbed  and  motionless. 

"I  get  shot  up....  landmine...  sit  around  for  couple  of  days...  only  one  left "  The  man  stiffened  and  his 

eye  stared  blankly  at  the  sky.  Barnes  released  the  dead  man  as  two  more  soldiers  replaced  him  with  another  patient, 
screaming,  kicking,  and  shouting. 

The  man's  face  was  disfigured  and  his  bared  chest  was  heavily  burnt.  His  arms  were  mangled  as  if  he  had 
walked  on  his  hands  over  a  land-mine. 

"Pulled  'im  out  of  a  banged  up  tank.  Doc,"  gasped  a  terrified,  blood-covered  soldier.  His  accent  was  clearly 
Australian.  Barnes  noticed  a  jagged  wound  on  his  left  arm. 

"When  I've  finished  with  him,  I'll  take  a  look  at  that  there  arm,  so  stick  around." 

The  patient  continued  to  shriek  a  line  of  indistinguishable  words  through  his  burnt  mouth.  The  Australian 
fellow  winced.  The  soldiers  on  the  hill  looked  around.  For  the  first  time,  the  captain  reacted.  "Shut  that  bloody  thing 
up,  will  ya'?"  He  returned  to  his  observation. 

Barnes  began  treating  the  facial  wounds  while  the  Australian  looked  on  worriedly. 

"Friend  of  yours?"  asked  Barnes 

"Yeah,  we  served  in  the  same  tank." 

"Hey,  Bill,  will  ya'  come  and  fix  this  guy's  arm?" 

The  assistant  medic  moved  toward  the  Australian.  The  patient  hollered.  Everybody  winced  except  the 
captain  who  swore  loudly.    "Okay,  mate  you  can  go."  said  Bill. 

"Thanks  mate  and  Goodonya,"  was  the  reply,  "will  'e  make  it.  Doc?" 

"Oh,  I  think  so." 
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The  man  shrieked. 

"Return  to  the  battle,  soldier,"  growled  the  brutish  captain. 

The  man  screamed  again,  pleading. 

When  the  Australian  was  out  of  earshot,  the  doctor  said,  'There's  nothing  1  can  do." 

The  man's  yelling  stopped  and  he  opened  his  eyes  and  gazed  up  at  the  doctor,  breathing  heavily.  Barnes 
raised  his  pistol.  The  man  sighed  and  nodded  slightly. 

"Bang!" 

"Here's  another  for  the  meat  wagon,"  he  said  as  the  man  went  stiff. 

The  soldiers  on  the  hill  turned  from  the  scene. 

All  was  quiet  except  the  distant  gunfire.  Five  minutes  passed  before  four  soldiers  staggered  up  the  hill, 
carrying  two  wounded  between  them.  The  battle  continued  to  rage  over  the  dune.  The  captain  jumped  up  and 
shouted  at  the  men.  They  stopped  ,  motionless.  The  three  others  looked  up  at  the  wounded  soldiers.  Barnes  could 
hardly  see  them  through  the  blowing  sand.  The  standing  soldiers  looked  uncertainly  at  the  doctor  to  the  captain  and 
then  back  to  the  doctor  again. 

Barnes  stepped  forward  until  he  could  see  through  the  yellow-orange  cloud  of  sand.  The  he  saw:  the  two 
wounded  soldiers  were  Germans! 

The  captain  swore  and  stamped  on  the  ground.  Barnes  took  another  step  forward  and  said,  "Bring  'em  here!" 

There  was  a  silence  as  everyone  turned  to  look  at  Barnes.  The  Germans  appeared  to  understand  what  was 
happening  and  they  raised  their  heads  to  look  hopefully  at  the  captain.  They  were  badly  injured. 

The  captain's  face  went  as  red  as  a  cherry,  and  Barnes  was  quite  astounded  by  how  red  it  was.  The  brute 
barked,  "we  do  not  heal  Huns!" 

"You  don't,  but  I  do."  said  Barnes,  his  mood  and  facial  complexion  darkening  to  match  the  captain's. 

The  captain  cursed. 

The  doctor  cursed. 

The  troops  began  to  think  there  would  be  no  end  to  the  shouting  match  until  Barnes  stepped  forward  to 
relieve  two  of  the  soldiers  of  their  burden.    The  soldiers  looked  at  him  with  a  little  respect  and  a  little  pity. 

"I'll  report  you,  you  Crout-lover!" 

"I  can  live  with  that." 

The  captain  drew  his  pistol  and  pointed  it  at  the  remaining  German.  One  of  the  standing  soldiers  grabbed  it 
as  the  others  restrained  him  from  doing  something  he  would  probably  regret. 

When  his  anger  had  boiled  down,  they  released  him  and  he  glowered  at  Barnes,  then  stalked  off  to  his  tent  to 
stew  over  the  event,  all  the  while  muttering  things  like  "Mutiny"  and  "Bloody  Huns"  and  'Traitors". 

Barnes  proceeded  to  repair  the  Germans  who  survived  and  became  prisoners  of  war  until  being  shipped  back 
to  Germany  after  the  war. 
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The  Stand 

by  Andrew  Lord  8C 

"Could  you  come  into  my  office  for  a  second,  Ms.  Idlehoffer?"  company  president  Will  Ryan  cackled 
through  the  intercom.  "I'd  like  to  speak  with  you  for  a  moment." 

"Coming,  Mr.  Ryan,"  Susan  Idlehofler  responded  curtly.  She  loathed  working  at  the  Derry  Daily  Newspa- 
per. Her  boss  always  spoke  to  her  in  a  mildly  suggestive  tone,  one  which  others  thought  was  just  "friendly".  She 
knew  better.  He  hadn't  just  hired  her  for  her  touch-typing  skills.  She  stood  up  and  entered  his  office  reluctantly, 
finding  the  well-groomed  Will  Ryan  behind  his  desk. 

"Close  the  door,  will  you?"  he  said  in  a  tone  which  left  her  no  option  but  to  obey.  ~I  have  a,  shall  we  say, 
business  opportunity  for  you."  He  directed  her  to  a  chair  in  front  of  his  desk.  "I  have  an  offer,"  he  continued  as  a 
smile  crept  onto  his  face.  "I  have  decided  to  make  you  our  top  journalist,  a  goal  which,  I  believe,  you  have  been 
wanting  to  achieve  for  quite  some  time. 

"Yes,  I  have,"  she  said,  trying  to  be  professional  in  concealing  her  excitement.  "It  would  make  my  year." 

"I  knew  it  would,  but  there's  something  I  need  you  to  do  for  me  first,"  he  said  in  a  sly  voice.  Susan's  guard 
went  up  immediately.  She  knew  what  he  was  getting  at. 

"What  would  that  be,  Mr.  Ryan?"  she  said,  barely  able  to  contain  her  fury. 

"Well,  since  I  made  your  year,"  he  said  in  that  suggestive,  seductive  tone  which  drove  Susan  wild,  "maybe 
you  could  make  mine."  He  had  finally  said  it  outright.  She  knew,  from  the  moment  those  beady  little  eyes  had  first 
bed  upon  her,  her  figure  that  is,  what  he  was  after. 

It  was  time  to  make  the  most  important  choice  in  any  person's  life:  principles  or  opportunity.  She  had 
wanted  to  be  a  journalist  all  her  life:  being  the  first  to  know  about  breaking  events,  being  there  instead  of  watching 
through  the  unreal  window  of  television.  She  wanted  to  inform  people  and  be  on  top  of  things,  to  meet  new  people, 
and  to  catch  the  action  as  it  unfolded. 

But  was  it  worth  lowering  herself  to  actions  which  would  be  resented  by  all?  She  did  not  know  if  she  could 
endure  the  whispered  conversations  behind  her  back,  being  called  "slut",  and  accused  of  "sleeping  her  way  to  the 
top."  The  very  thought  made  her  nauseous.  She  could  not  compromise  her  dignity  for  a  position  which  she  might 
not  even  deserve. 

-No,"  Susan  said  plainly. 

"What,"  Ryan  said  dubiously,  "did  you  mean  to  say?" 

"No,"  she  repeated,  her  slender  face  set  in  stone. 

"Mrs.  Idlehoffer,"  he  bellowed,  brimming  with  anger.  How  dared  she  defy  him?  He  was  her  boss;  he  was  a 
man.  He  would  show  her. 

"Consider  your  employment  here..." 

"Terminated,"  she  finished.  "Save  yourself  the  trouble.  I  quit."  She  stood  up  and  walked  out  the  door, 
leaving  an  infuriated  Will  Ryan  steaming,  alone  in  his  office. 

She  had  taught  Mr.  Ryan  a  lesson  which  no  woman  had  had  the  courage  to  do  before:  his  being  a  man  did 
not  make  him  a  god  over  women. 
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THE  WAR 

By  David  Turetsky  8 A 

It  all  Started  the  day  that  the  Nazis 
invaded  Amsterdam.  After  that  day  Papa 
became  nervous  and  easily  irritated.  The 
radio  was  constantly  on  at  our  house.  The 
talk  of  war  on  the  radio  scared  meand  my 
sister  Miriam.  Whenever  we  asked  my 
father  what  all  the  war  talk  was  about,  he 
would  immediately  change  the  subject. 
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Our  home  life  wasn't  the  only  thing  that  was  changing.  At  school  we  were  constantly  having  fire  drills  or 
bomb  drills.  Finally  one  day  the  school  closed.  That  day  my  father  took  Miriam  and  me  to  some  friends  of  ours 
just  a  little  outside  the  city  of  Amsterdam.  Their  names  were  the  Andersons.  Even  though  we  were  only  supposed 
to  stay  at  the  Andersons  for  dinner,  we  wound  up  staying  there  for  the  next  two  months.  Upon  his  departure  from 
us  my  father  took  me  into  another  room  and  we  had  what  was  to  be,  our  final  conversation.  He  pulled  me  close  to 
him  and  said:  "Adam,  I  am  going  to  leave  now.  I'm  leaving  you  and  Miriam  with  the  Andersons.  Take  care  of 
Miriam  and  be  a  good  boy  and  no  matter  what  happens,  never.ever  lose  faith  in  the  Almighty."  With  those  words, 
a  hug  and  a  kiss,  my  dad  left  me  and  Miriam  forever. 

We  stayed  at  the  Andersons  for  close  to  two  months.  They  fed  us  and  took  care  of  us  as  if  we  were  their 
children.  They  prayed  on  Sunday  though,  which  was  a  little  strange  to  Miriam  and  I,  but  we  adjusted.  One  day 
though,  while  we  were  in  our  room  praying,  we  heard  a  lot  of  shouting  downstairs.  But  the  shouting  was  in  a 
language  that  we  could  not  understand.  Suddenly  we  heard  a  loud  bang  and  a  man  dressed  in  green  and  holding  a 
gun  appeared.  He  took  our  books  and  ripped  them  up.  Miriam  immediately  started  to  cry.  He  laughed  and  slapped 
her.  We  were  motioned  to  come  with  him  and  we  did.  As  we  left  the  house  though  we  noticed  red  sauce  on  the 
floor. 

The  man  with  the  green  clothes  brought  us  to  a  train  and  we  were  told  to  get  onto  it.  There  was  no  food, 
and  we  got  very  hungry.  It  was  so  packed  that  we  could  hardly  breathe.  Suddenly  Miriam  started  to  cry  and  she 
yelled  "No  air."  Miriam  had  fallen.  There  was  less  of  what  little  air  was  left  there.  I  couldn't  get  her  up  no  matter 
how  hard  I  tried.  Finally  her  eyes  shut.  She  had  gone  to  sleep,  forever. 

The  train  kept  on  going  and  I  noticed  that  the  door  had  not  been  closed.  I  always  loved  to  jump  out  of 
things  from  high  places  so  I  jumped.  The  hard  grass  combined  with  the  impact  of  the  fall  hurt  a  lot.  Suddenly  I 
heard  a  bang  and  then  my  leg  started  to  bleed  and  hurt.  I  could  not  move.  1  lay  there  for  what  seemed  an  eternity. 
Then,  suddenly,  I  saw  another  man  with  green  clothes.  He  picked  me  up  and  brought  me  to  a  tent  where  they 
repaired  my  leg.  Later  I  was  taken  to  a  new  land  where  I  started  a  new  hfe  and  where  I  have  hved  ever  since. 
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MagicaC 
J  tight 


By  David  Marquis  8A 


There  was  a  time  when  I  could 
fly.  I  was  working  diligently  on  a  wooden  insbiiment,  trying  to  get  a  good  tune  to  emerge  from  it.  As  my  eyes  left 
the  bothersome  thing  in  my  hands  and  surveyed  the  rest  the  students,  1  found  that  they  were  having  the  same 
problems  that  I  was  experiencing.  Every  single  one  of  the  Greek  boys  were  puzzled  by  these  strange  instruments 
and  were  confused  by  the  concept  of  them  making  music.  In  the  middle  of  the  small  room  stood  a  seven  foot  tall 
teacher  whose  almond  shaped  eyes  glared  at  us.  for  we  were  groaning  in  frustration.  He  began  to  shout  at  us  for 
giving  up  but  I  wasn't  listening.  I  was  too  busy  imagining  what  beautiful  sound  the  wooden  instrument  would 
produce  if  only  1  could  play  it  correctly.  With  this  new  found  confidence,  I  brought  it  to  my  lips  and  began  blowing 
softly  into  it  while  my  fingers  wove  an  intricate  pattern  across  the  different  shaped  holes.  All  eyes  were  turned  to 
me  as  the  music  floated  through  the  musty  air  and  swirled  around  their  heads.  My  music  suddenly  picked  up  tempo 
as  I  worked  harder  to  get  the  rhythm  going.  Somehow,  the  music  tore  through  the  fabric  of  reality  and  plunged  deep 
into  the  unknown.  Suddenly,  without  notice,  1  was  somehow  lifted  off  my  stool  and  was  propelled  up  into  the  air. 
The  music  formed  a  whirlwind  of  sounds  and  colours,  as  I  drifted  out  the  window  and  into  the  brisk  morning  air 
beyond.  My  body  had  taken  on  a  strange  transformation;  I  was  now  weightless  and  my  form  was  soaring  up  into  the 
heavens.  After  nearly  an  hour  of  floating  around  min  a  dreamlike  state,  1  slowly  returned  to  school  and  landed 
soundlessly  into  my  stool.  Everybody's  mouths  were  open  as  they  stared  at  my  tremendous  feat.  I  shrugged  my 
shoulders  and  returned  to  the  playing  of  my  instrument  which  was  now  strangely  foreign  to  my  fingers  once  again. 
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Canadian  Unity 

Mallar  Chakravarty  8B 

At  this  point,  the  whole  concept  of  Canadian  unity  depends  on  the  wants,  needs,  and  desires  of  Quebec.  The 
reason  Quebec  wants  this  separation  is  because  the  majority  of  Quebecers  believe  that  Quebec  is  definitely  a 
distinct  society,  which  in  essence  it  is.  I  do  beUeve  that  the  Francophone  majority  in  Quebec  is  definitely  distinct  in 
their  culture,  language  and  their  ways.  Are  these  enough  reasons  for  Quebec  to  become  a  sovereign  nation  or  an 
entirely  separate  nation,for  that  matter? 

Presently,  there  are  three  options  for  Quebec:  federalism,  separatism,  and  sovereignty  association. 

Federalism  means  that  Quebec  will  be  as  it  has  always  been,  keeping  the  same  political,  social,  as  well  as 
economic  ties  with  Canada.  A  new  modified  version  of  federalism  would  give  Quebec  a  little  more  freedom 
economically,  politically,  and  socially.  The  problem  is  that  Federalism  does  not  recognize  the  separatists  exist  in 
Canada  as  well  as  in  Quebec. 

Another  alternative  would  be  separatism.  Separatism  means  that  Quebec  would  become  a  separate  nation 
with  its  own  government  and  economy.  In  my  opinion,  1  honestly  cannot  say  that  this  is  the  right  option  for  Quebec. 
Firstly,  if  separatism  only  recognizes  the  Quebec  as  the  distinct  society,  where  does  that  leave  the  Spicer 
Commission.  The  Belanger-Compeau  Commission  is  a  similar  commission  setup  by  Premier  Bourassa.  Premier 
Clyde  Wells  has  proposed  yet  another  commission.  This  proposed  commission  will  consist  solely  of  the  citizens  of 
Canada,  not  Canada's  financial  and  political  elite.  The  more  we  study  the  problem,  the  better  we  and  Canada  will 
be  able  to  understand  the  solution  that  is  right  for  Quebec 


44 


VOLUME  XVn  1991 


Canadian  Unity 

Po  Shan  Chow 

Separatism  has  been  a  problem  to  every  citizen  in  Quebec  starting  in  the  early  seventies.  Most  of  the 
Quebecois  still  discuss  this  problem,  especially  in  1990.  when  the  Meech  Lake  Accord  became  a  very  popular 
subject  of  conversation.  Many  Canadians  got  interested  in  Canadian  Unity  because  of  it  and  many  promises  and 
agreements  were  made  in  the  past  between  Canada  and  Quebec.  Since  then,  the  citizens  in  Quebec,  like  us,  began  to 
have  problems  and  are  still  having  problems  today.  For  example,  a  system  called  Goods  and  Services  Tax,  or 
G.S.T.,  came  into  effect  this  year,  and  all  Canadians  are  suffering  from  it  My  family  have  to  deal  with  food 
problems,  school  problems,  and  also  oil  problems,  because  of  the  Gulf  War.  Nobody  in  my  family  wants  separation 
between  Quebec  and  Canada,  and  I  bet  the  majority  in  Quebec  does  not  want  separation,  except  some  of  the  French 
people. 

Last  year,  1  really  thought  about  separatism.  1  imagined  what  would  happen  if  Quebec  and  Canada  became 
separated.  First  of  all,  Selwyn  House  School  would  be  torn  down;  we  would  have  to  speak  French,  or  the  official 
language  m  Quebec;  the  Canadiens  hockey  team  would  have  to  change  its  name;  people  from  all  over  Canada 
would  have  to  pay  a  larger  amount  for  electricity;  there  would  be  an  Eastern  Canada,  and  a  Western  Canada,  and 
Civil  War  might  start. 

In  my  opinion.  I  totally  disagree  with  a  separation  between  Canada  and  Quebec.  It  is  stupid,  and  nobody  will 
be  happy  about  it,  because  a  lot  of  things  would  have  to  be  changed.  It  is  better  if  Quebec  and  Canada  stay  together, 
because  in  this  world  of  ours,  people  can  work  better  if  they  work  together. 
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My  Thoughts  About  Canadian  Unity 

Zahoor  Chugtai  8B 

Separatism?  Did  I  hear  about  Quebec  separating?  Of  course!  It's  been  going  on  for  about  twenty  years  now. 
It  has  reached  its  peak  level  now.  Everybody  talks  about  it.  We  now  have  the  Bloc  Qudbecois,  that  advocates 
sovereignty,  and  the  Belanger-Campeau  Commission  on  Canadian  Unity.  But  I  want  to  express  my  own  opinions 
about  this  in  a  different  manner.  I  will  talk  about  the  problems  discussed  by  everyone,  but  I  will  also  talk  about  the 
effects  upon  myself  and  my  family,  and  how  it  will  change  our  lives. 

The  recession  is  a  great  example  of  something  that  could  change  our  lifestyles.  Before  we  really  were  not 
worried  about  tax  problems,  but  now,  it  is  a  growing  threat  to  everyone  in  our  society 

But  the  recession  is  not  the  only  thing  that  will  give  us  problems,  there  is  also  Bill  178.  (The  law  saying  that 
signs  should  all  be  in  French.) 

The  referendum,  which  took  place  in  1980,  has  had  its  limit.  Canada  is  being  troubled  by  the  thought  of 
separating,  and  it's  mainly  because  of  the  failure  of  the  Meech  Lake  Accord,  which  specified  that  Canada  should 
have  its  own  constitution,  uniting  Quebec  with  the  rest  of  the  country,  though,  Quebec  should  be  called  a  distinct 
society. 

The  effects  upon  us  can  be  that  if  Quebec  separates,  everybody,  who  is  not  quite  fluent  in  French,  will  have 
to  learn  it.  English  schools  will  be  out  of  commission,  or  change  into  French  speaking  schools.  Much  of  this  is 
being  discussed  on  the  radio,  especially  the  fact  that  the  national  anthem  is  being  booed  at  certain  sports  events. 

My  opinion  on  this  whole  thing  is  that  the  disharmony  should  be  stopped  and  a  constitution  should  be 
signed.  Last  but  definitely  not  the  least,  I  don't  like  the  idea  of  people  moving  out  of  their  homes  because  of  Quebec 
separating  from  Canada  and  more  unemployed  people  being  around.  My  idea  is  that  if  there  will  be  a  vote  on 
separation,  I  will  leave  that  to  the  government,  even  if  the 

federal  government  is  not  doing  a  good  job.  Why?  Because  if  Quebecers  had  the  chance  to  decide,  there  will 
probably  be  a  separation  between  Quebec  and  all  of  Canada,  because  the  majority  of  Quebecers  are  French. 
Speaking  either  way,  it  should  be  resolved  with  a  referendum,  and  Quebec  should  be  united  with  Canada. 
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Canadian  Unity 

Andrew  Cor  is  tine  8B 

Separation  is  perhaps  one  of  the  greatest  threats  to  Canada  we  know.  The  very  idea  that  a  portion  of  our 
country  will  become  a  sovereign  country  is  the  biggest  danger  to  our  unity  that  we  have  ever  encountered.  In  1867, 
Canada  was  formed  officially  as  a  country,  with  all  the  provinces  signing  into  the  constitution  except  for  Quebec 
and  a  few  others.  However,  after  a  short  while,  most  of  the  remaining  provinces  had  signed  the  constitution. 
Quebec,  however,  refused  a  simple  formality  that  would  make  it  a  complete  part  of  this  country.  A  couple  of  years 
ago,  an  agreement  called  Meech  Lake  was  brought  in  to  attempt  to  bring  Quebec  into  the  constitution,  but  Quebec's 
continual  efforts  to  get  a  distinct  society  clause,  and  several  other  advantages  that  no  other  provinces  had  caused  the 
agreement  to  flop. 

Personally,  I  believe  that  all  of  this  is  pretty  stupid,  since  Quebec  is  constantly  trying  to  push  the  fact  that 
since  it  speaks  another  language  than  the  rest  of  Canada,  it  should  be  special.  In  many  other  countries,  including 
Switzerland.  Austria,  and  many  more,  multiple  languages  are  encouraged  and  have  been  made  official  languages  of 
that  country.  Quebec,  however,  is  stuck  to  the  fact  that  not  only  should  French  be  its  official  language,  but  that  the 
English  language  should  be  effectively  banned,  by  preventing  roadsigns  in  languages  other  than  French,  by 
outlawing  English  on  billboards  or  other  advertisements  outside  of  buildings.  All  of  this  nonsense  is  against  the 
Charter  of  Rights,  in  my  opinion,  and  against  freedom  of  speech. 

Freedom  of  speech  was  declared  so  that  no  one  human  being,  no  matter  what  his  race,  rehgion,  or  views  on 
any  subject  be  prevented  from  being  heard.  What  Quebec  is  doing  by  outlawing  English  in  certain  places,  is 
preventing  certain  people  from  expressing  their  opinions.  If  someone  cannot  speak  French,  and  wishes  to  place  an 
advertisement  outside  of  his  store,  he'll  have  to  hire  someone  to  translate  the  language,  even  if  most  of  the  people 
living  in  that  area  are  Enghsh,  and  he  will  lose  business  since  nobody  can  read  it  either.  Of  course,  this  censorship 
will  just  continue  from  this  point  on,  like  a  giant  snowball  rolling  down  a  hill,  picking  up  more  and  more  snow  as  it 
goes  along,  and  getting  larger  and  larger.  In  a  little  while,  perhaps  speaking  English  in  French  schools  will  be 
punishable  just  as  running  in  the  halls  would  be.  Later,  maybe  only  French  advertising  would  be  allowed.  And 
where  will  the  snowball  stop?  Will  English  literature  be  outlawed,  or  the  watching  of  Enghsh  television,  or  even 
the  speaking  of  the  English  language?  Clearly,  no  censorship  whatsoever  can  be  beneficial  to  Canada  in  any  way. 


47 


-fmmmmmmm»„..-- 


THE  FOLfRTH  DIMENSION 


HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    9    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    SONNET 


Sun  Dawn 

6^  Adam  Copeland  9B 

Drenching  all  with  warm  luxuriant  light, 
Sprending  vibrant  rays  of  reds  and  pale  golds, 
Chasing  back  the  shadows  of  the  black  night, 
Dawning  in  the  city,  the  sun  unfolds. 

Moving  onwEird  to  the  country  side. 
It  flows  through  fields  of  grain,  an  endless  tide. 
The  sun  brings  life,  more  precious  than  a  crown. 
Replacing  shades  of  grey  with  hues  of  brown. 

It  scales  the  sky  and  moves  toward  the  sea, 
To  tame  the  dark  harsh  waves  to  blue  pastels, 
Sweet'ning  surfs  roar  to  the  tolling  of  bells. 
The  stm  unlocks  all  good,  it  is  life's  key. 

Providing  heat  and  warmth  for  evermore. 
The  sun's  the  center  of  our  lives,  its  core. 
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HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    9    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    SONNET 


Changing  Seasons 

by  Chis  Dedicik  9B 

Colors,  brown  and  yellow  blending,  form  my  life. 
Screens  by  season  sluggishly  slide  in  place. 

An  icicle  dangles,  jagged  as  a  knife. 
White  snow  dances  and  swirls  about  my  face. 

Spring  brings  lively  colors,  fresh  and  raw, 
Himimingbirds  in  their  travels  stop  and  sup. 
The  stream  rushes,  replenished  by  the  thaw, 

And  feeds  the  growing  yellow  buttercups. 

Screens  of  summer  colors,  green  and  yellow. 

Blanket  my  sight  and  shape  my  memories. 

In  the  distance,  the  lonely  cows  bellow. 

While  I  Usten  beneath  the  shady  trees. 

Falling  leaves  define  my  summer's  ending, 
As  I  watch  the  world's  path  slowly  wending. 
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HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    9    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    SONNET 


Life 

by  Tom  Kabaga  9 A 

Young  and  gentle  the  new  bom  baby  lies 
Shivering  and  terrified  in  this  new 
Dark  and  wild  worid.  Cold  and  feeble  he  cries, 
Then  slumbers  to  those  sweet  songs,  we  all  knew. 

Maturing,  discovering,  and  learning  - 
Growing:  to  make  his  identity  known, 
He  needs  privacy  and  he  is  yearning 
For  independence,  a  life  of  his  own. 

Ere  that  day,  three  score  and  ten,  when  the  last 
Flux  of  life  flows  through  his  old  and  twisted 
Veins,  he  will  then  question  his  life  and  past: 
Have  I  really  lived  or  just  existed? 

He  was  the  seed  giv'n  from  a  mother's  womb, 
To  the  man  and  corpse  beneath  the  stone  tomb. 
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To  KiU  or  Not  to  Kill 

by  Gautam  Saxena  9A 

I  see  before  my  eyes  people  smiling. 

Masking  their  poisoned  feelings.  They  laugh  here 

A  new  face,  a  new  enemy.  "What?  Take 

Off  your  mask;  draw  yovu-  sword  like  this  one  here! 

Cousin  of  Brutus,  you  shall  not  fool  me!" 

I  pause,  though,  and  reflect.  Wise  men  have  said, 

"Don't  behead  the  weed  plaguing  your  garden 

Of  life  but  raise  its  roots  and  kill  it  there." 

My  problem  is  caused  not  by  those  foolish 

Men  but  by  only  one  person,  one  damned 

Devil.  I  know,  seeing  his  humble,  sly 

Facade,  that  he  contains  astute  cunning 

Worthy  of  Ulysses.  He  creates  your 

Feared  foes  and  then  plays  pretty  innocence 

Like  a  naughty,  newborn  babe.  What  man  is 

He  who  strikes  from  your  back,  retreats  into 

The  shadows,  and  then  reappears  dressed  in 

Doctor's  garments,  heaUng  your  wounds?  What  man 

Is  he  who  fights  by  night,  befriends  by  day? 

"A  coward,"  I  answer.  Let  his  wine  be 

Thrice  poisoned,  his  food  be  thrice  spat  upon, 

His  death  be  thrice  confirmed.  Wait,  have  I  no 

Honor  to  protect,  no  morals  to  keep, 

Or  wishes  to  live  in  heaven?  I  am 

No  God;  as  a  man,  I  am  not  blessed  to 

Remove  his  Ufe  fi-om  this  rich,  fertile  earth  — 

But  I  have  decided.  Honors  or  no, 

Heaven  or  hell,  at  last,  it... it  has  been 

Decided... by  my  bloody,  right,  red  hand. 
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To  Study  or  not  to  Study!  That  is  the  Question 

by  Ashraf  Mostafa  9 A 

To  rise,  to  work,  to  sleep!  these  are  some  of  the 
Tedious  daily  routines  of  my  life,  and 
There  seems  to  be  no  end  in  sight  beyond  the 
Darkness  of  the  night.  The  nerve-stimulating 
Exams  are  finally  approaching,  and 
Attached  to  them,  the  death  of 
Another  school  year.  Like  a  runner  that  is 
out  of  breath  to  reach  the  end  of  the  rally,  my 
Mind  is  racing  through  the  pages  the  night 
Before  the  exam  trying  to  store  all  that 
It  can  remember.  Thou  art  difficult  to 
Memorize,  confusing  text  book.  Thou  art 
Just  a  bunch  of  inked  paper,  yet  full  of 
The  knowledge  that  I  required  to  pass. 
Farewell  hockey  arenas.  Goodbye,  soccer 
fields,  welcome  anxiety.  Hello, 
Insomnia.  Oh  my  wretched  school! 
Thou  art  a  dripping  faucet  attempting  to 
Erode  a  granite  rock.  Thou  art  but  a  test 
To  prepare  non-adults  for  the  trials  of 
An  uncertain  future. 
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"Is  this  a 

by  Ronnie  SirDeshpande  9A 


Is  this  a  Nintendo  joystick  I  see 
Before  me?  Or  is  this  just  a  fallout 
Of  Nintendoitis?  Come,  let  me  hold 
Thee.  Let  me  feel  the  electricity 
Pulsing  through  my  hand,  the  force  to  blast  through 
Walls,  kill  demons,  defeat  the  Enemy! 
But  alas,  I  must  not.  Homework  is  to 
Be  done,  and  my  Nintendoitis  is 
Greatly  affecting  the  state  of  my  hand. 
The  cramp  I  feel  does  not  allow  me  to 
Clutch  thee,  yet  I  adore  thee.  Thou  art  my 
Most  priced  possession;  thou  art  the  sun  that 
Dluminates  my  world,  the  power  that 
Oscillates  through  my  veins,  the  very  life 
Line  of  my  being.  Thou  pleasest  all  my 
Senses,  thy  melodious  muzak,  thy  12- 
Bit  graphics.  Mine  own  oculatory 
Perception  especially  lovest 
Thy  bright,  shiny,  vivid,  imagery. 
Thou  art  an  elegant  statue,  to  be 

Seen,  not  touched.  Even  though  thou  seemest  palpable 
Out,  out  video  vision. 
All  the  Ben-gay  in  the  world  cannot  cure 
My  Nintendoitis.  I  must  retire 
To  my  room  and  keep  this  addictive  pad 
Out  of  my  conscience.  Begone,  bosom  buddy! 


56 


VOLUME  XVn  1991 


arcdona 


by  Philip  Barnes  9B 


July  7,  1933 
Grenoble,  France 
Latitude:  45.11  N 
Longitude:   5.43  E 

We,  Joclyne  and  I.  are  in  the  Alps  for  the  second  day  of  this  laborious  race.  My  German  manufactured 
automobile,  a  Sascha,  is  handling  these  high  and  icy  mountain  passes  amazingly  well  for  a  four  cylinder  vehicle.  It 
was  specially  m.odified  to  accommodate  two  people.  This  race  from  Zurich  to  Barcelona  was  completed  last  year  in 
a  record  time  of  four  and  a  half  days.  This  is  quite  incredible  as,  according  to  the  rules,  the  five  hundred  and  fifty 
odd  miles  of  terrain  may  only  be  traveled  between  the  times  of  10:00  am  and  3:00  pm.  I  have  plenty  of  time  to 
spare  before  giving  the  Sascha  her  routine  going  over  after  the  day's  travel.  I  have  just  taken  the  liberty  of  walking 
around  to  experience  some  of  the  culture  that  exists  in  this  city  and  its  surrounding  mountain  range.  I  walked  for 
three  hours  basking  in  the  July  sunlight  The  sunlight  has  a  rare  mellow  feeling  about  it  at  these  heights,  and  it  is 
definitely  different  from  anything  I  have  ever  felt.  I  must  say  that  the  fertility  of  the  slopes  and  surrounding  area 
surprised  me.  The  abundance  of  plant  life  was  spectacular  for  an  area  which  is  buried  under  snow  for  the  most  part 
of  the  year.  I  ended  up  in  a  field  during  one  of  my  venuires  away  from  the  actual  city.  The  beautiful  aroma  coming 
from  the  summer  flora  was  quite  intoxicating.  Having  been  bom  in  England,  but  reared  in  His  Majesty's  India,  I 
have  never  imagined  that  air  could  be  so  clean,  clear,  and  crisp  as  it  is  here.  In  India  it  is  more  of  a  labour,  than  a 
pleasure  to  breathe  the  hot,  heavy,  and  humid  air.  I  also  stumbled  across  a  glacier  stream  and  the  water  was  so  cold 
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and  fresh  that  it  made  Chateau  Lafite  taste  rather  plain! 


July  8,  1933 
Lezignan,  France 
Latitude:  43.13  N 
Longitude:  2.4  3  E 

We  have  stopped  again  and  are  waiting  through  the  evening  hours.  The  terrain  we  passed  through  today 
changed  shockingly  considering  we  travelled  only  two  hundred  miles.  That  amount  is  insignificant  when  you  think 
of  the  size  of  Earth.  We  remained  inside  the  wild  Alp  Mountains  for  the  first  part  of  the  day.  I  seem  to  be  having 
problems  keeping  my  mind  on  the  race  amid  these  wondrous  scenes.  When  we  left  the  closeness  of  the  Alps,  and 
followed  along  the  Rhone's  riverside,  from  snow  capped  icy  peaks,  we  entered  picture  book  France.  This  valley 
between  the  Alps  and  the  Massif  Central  Cevennes  fulfilled  my  craving  for  these  villages  and  peasant  folk.  I  do  not 
mean  to  degrade  the  villagers  we  met,  but  1  use  peasant  as  a  general  term  for  the  farmers  who  provide  the  backbone 
of  France's  agricultural  society.  We  completed  the  rest  of  the  journey  along  the  coast  of  the  Mediterranean  Sea  after 
passing  through  the  Rhone  valley.  We  passed  through  many  fishing  villages  which  seemed  to  be  straight  out  of  a 
book.  One  can  really  appreciate  nature  in  these  villages.  They  fish,  and  admire  the  beauty  of  their  countryside  and 
sea.  I  would  have  loved  to  stay  and  enjoy  the  sunset  over  the  Mediterranean  Sea.  If  we  only  had  more  time  to 
experience  the  charm  of  these  villages...  1  will  be  sure  to  retire  in  this  area  of  France  when  I  finally  do  rake  up 
enough  money  from  this  wandering  around  that  I  call  a  career.  We  are  required,  by  competition  rules,  to  proceed  on 
to  Toulouse.  We  are  permitted  to  have  only  one  hour's  rest,  then  we  continue  the  ninety  odd  miles  to  Toulouse. 
When  we  reach  it,  we  are  to  wait  until  the  other  competitors  have  caught  up  sufficiently.  Joclyne  and  1  have  just 
checked  in  at  the  rule  post  and  found  out  that  we  hold  second  place  in  the  standings. 


July  9,  1933 
Toulouse,  France 
Latitude:  43.37  N 
Longitude:  1.28  E 

I  have  passed  an  interesting  day  seeing  the  sights  of  Toulouse.  We  are  required  to  stay  in  Toulouse  until  the 
other  drivers  reach  here,  and  the  authorities  have  given  the  Sascha  a  complete  going  over  to  check  that  her  engine 
displacement  is  not  larger  than  what  is  stated.  We,  and  a  few  other  drivers  have  completed  two  thirds  of  the  trip  in  a 
relatively  fast  time.  The  starting  time  for  tomorrow,  therefore,  has  been  delayed  by  half  an  hour-until  10:30  am.  to 
allow  for  the  slower  automobiles.  We  must  be  fairly  fast  up  to,  and  over  the  Pyrenees  Mountains  if  we  are  to  win 
this  race.  I  hope  the  Sascha  does  not  have  too  many  problems  climbing  steep  gradients.  She  has  these  problems 
because  of  her  smallish  engine.  We  hope  to  be  able  to  depart  tomorrow  in  pole  position  because  we  completed  the 
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stage  from  Grenoble  to  Lczignan  in  record  time. 


July  10,  1933 
Barcelona,  Spain 
Latitude:  41.21  N 
Longitude:  2.10  E 

The  landscape  leading  up  to  the  Pyrenees  was  not  very  spectacular  compared  to  what  we  experienced  earlier. 
Once  we  entered  the  mountain  environment  again,  it  was  like  being  back  in  the  Alps,  only  not  so  oppressive.  The 
sky  was  a  spectacular  shade  of  blue,  and  we  could  see  clearly,  from  twenty  miles  away,  the  peak  of  one  of  the 
highest  mountains,  Pico  d' Aneto.  The  area  seemed  to  be  an  unending  vista  of  snow  and  ice  which  stretched  past  the 
horizon.  1  am  now  sure  that  our  voyage  was  blessed  by  Lady  Luck  as  our  foremost  opponent  blew  out  his  two  front 
tires  on  some  sharp  ice.  His  misfortune  could  create  our  fortune.  After  completing  the  most  trying  part  of  this 
stage — the  mountain  range,  we  were  able  to  relax.  What  made  this  part  so  trying  was  that  the  engine  is  slightly 
underpowered,  and  we  have  to  coax  the  Sascha  over  each  rise  and  coast  down  any  down  slope  to  let  the  engine 
cool.  Thank  God  for  all  the  snow.  We  could  never  have  carried  enough  water  to  keep  filling  her  radiator!  The 
straight  run  from  the  end  of  the  Pyrenees  to  Barcelona,  thankfully,  produced  no  surprises.  We  received  a  heroes 
welcome  at  the  end  at  a  reception  held  for  all  the  competitors.  It  seems  crazy,  looking  back  on  it,  to  have  been  up  all 
night  when  I  was  as  tired  and  hungry  as  1  was.  The  body  seems  to  be  able  to  survive  on  its  own  adrenalin  for  a 
surprisingly  long  amount  of  time.  It  is  a  weird  feeling  to  know  that  you  have  finally  achieved  what  you  slaved  over 
for  four  days.  I  almost  have  an  empty  feeling.  Of  course,  the  sense  of  achievement  is  there,  but  for  me  to  know  that 
I  will  soon  be  looking  for  another  such  event  fills  me  with  some  amount  of  sadness.  Maybe  all  I  should  do  is  take 
the  thousand  pounds  sterling  that  I  won.  and  learn  to  fish  in  the  Mediterranean.  And  there  is  always  Joclyne... 
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FIRST    PRIZE 
GRADE    10    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED  POEM 


Rage 

6v  Colin  Grey  lOA 

We  are  in  a  room, 

the  muffled  sounds  of  a  music  box  filtering  in  through  the  walls. 

It  is  a  room  with  no  secrets, 

shamelessly  exposing  itself  to  the  light, 

reveeding  nothing  but  virgin  innocence  and  unmarred  beauty. 

We  are  children, 

carelessly  dancing  in  a  circle: 

smiling, 

laughing, 

loving. 
The  glory  of  the  moment  lost  on  us  all. 

But  suddenly  the  music  turns  ugly, 

cracks  appear  in  the  painted  plaster  of  the  ceiling, 

the  window  panes  start  to  shake, 

the  lights  go  out, 

and  we  are  forced  to  grope  around  in  darkness, 

isolated  for  the  first  time, 
afi-aid  of  what  we  may  find  within  ourselves. 

Then,  a  shot  shatters  our  desperation. 
A  scream, 

pain  and  fear  and  shock, 

destroys  the  past. 
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The  lights  go  on  again,  and  one  of  us  lies  dead  on  the  floor. 

The  terror  of  his  fined  moments  frozen  on  his  face. 

A  trickle  of  red  flowing  from  his  forehead. 
Another  scream, 

anguish  and  horror  and  devastation, 

echoes  the  first. 

A  mother  rushes  forward  and  falls  before  her  dead  son, 

her  fists  clenched  and  trembling, 

her  face  red, 

her  teeth  brandished  in  an  animal  fury. 

Rage  has  flooded  her  soul. 
Rage  now  radiates  fi-om  her. 
Rage  encompasses  us  all. 

We  too  clench  our  fists. 

We  too  become  red. 

We  too  froth  at  the  mouth. 

The  Rage  devours  us. 

The  Rage  kills  our  other  emotions. 

The  Rage  is  all  wee  feel. 

Save  us  fi-om  the  Rage. 
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HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    10    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    POEM 

The  Art  of  Loving 

by  Jacques  Khalip  IOC 

Any  stranger  can  be  muzzled  by  words, 
Dodging  the  mud  round  the  ankles  to  stare 
at  himself,  knee  deep 

In  the  confusion  of  well — 

polished 
fools 
that  will  scratchbacksandrubonstoolsand  Try 
not  to  curl  their  lips 
Because  they  may  smile  to  those  they  cannibalize  with 
pointed  hearts. 

One  goes  into  mottled  city  lights, 

Streets  festooned  in  raw  feeling. 

And  you  lose  yourself  in  the  folds  of  that 

single 
angel... 

Tacked  against  a  wall  like  a  poster  or  an  objet  d'art. 

You  undo  her  curls,  her  tasteless  expression. 
Digging  into  an  intensity  that  grows...  in 
patience 

Silver  lights, 

Bottlegreen  pavements, 

Scimimed, 

All  signatures  of  ..it. 

The  bright  in  her  eyes  shows  caged  images  of  lost 
anger, 

And  one  can  only  stumble  off,  leaving  thoughts  knit, 
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And  drink 

the  new  tomorrow. 

Leaving  as  you  do  before,  you  walk  in  quiet  rage, 
A  maniac, 

a  suicide, 

a  child  ,  a  woman, 
Embracing  the  earth  and  stars. 

As  they  grin  back  in  five-point  smiles. 

To  kill  for  love;  perhaps.  Split  the  soul, 
Curl  it  in  red  pain, 

make  her  insides  smile  for  you 
As  her — 

their — 
Faces 

extinguish  into  the  tallow. 

Fromm  may  call  it  an  art,  yet  is  their  any... 

MonumentaUty  in  the  old  whore? 

The  rolls  of  the  mind  are  squandered  for  the  familiar 

loves, 
An  art,  once  again, 

Conceals  its  code. 


65 


THE  FOURTH  DIMENSION 


HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    10    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    POEM 


The  Jaundiced  Eyes  of  Judgement 

by  Andrew  Schiffrin  lOB 

Often  I  have  heard  the  inequitable  voice  of  Judgement 

A  philippic  from  which  there  exists  no  sanctuary 

Futile  is  my  flight  from  the  rancour  that  is  its  diatribe 

For  at  the  end  of  my  deliverance, 

The  faceless  eyes  of  Judgement  await 

It  capt\ires  my  mind  and  consumes  my  soul 

Under  its  mastery  I  venerate  Loathing  and  Intolerance 

Acceptance  becomes  blasphemy,  Bigotry  is  my  truth 

For  I  too  am  a  minion  of  the  Beast  that  is  Judgement 

Behold,  the  Beholder  in  whose  eyes  beauty  rests, 

Eyes  governed  by  Fear,  blinded  by  Hate, 

Obstructed  by  Envy 

Eyes  that  are  as  much  mine 

As  they  are  his 

As  they  are  yours 

But  No  longer  do  the  jaundiced  eyes  of  Judgement  pursue 
For  I  have  found  my  haven 
In  death  I  found  my  peace 
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HONOURABLE    MENTION 
GRADE    10    CONTEST    FOR    ILLUSTRATED    POEM 


A  Plant  called  Love 

by  Ben  Wakrat  lOB 

The  plant  she  gave  me 
Hopelessly  weak  and  frail 
Seemed  doomed  to  death 
But  I  guess  it  always  starts  that  way 

She  said  it  is  a  plant  called  Love 
It  is  and  will  always  be 
Like  an  infant 
Unable  to  sustain  itself 

To  make  it  flourish 

And  explode  colour 

Like  the  moon  about  the  earth 

My  life  must  revolve  around  it 

My  love  will  grow 
From  sickly  shrub 
To  glorious  green  garden 
That  surrounds  me 

And  her 

The  person  that  planted  the 

Plant  called  Love 

In  my  heart 
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The  Last  Temptation 

by  Ali  Dibadj  lOA 

Alone  I  stand  on  the  edge  of  a  gorge. 

Below  me,  a  blood  red  river  winds  into  the  future, 

Thin,  tiimultuous  carving  the  barren  land. 

On  my  left,  a  sign,  I  think,  a  temptation —  Sticks: 

River  Sticks  below. 

My  feet  dangle  over  the  abyss,  I  stand  alone  again. 
Behind,  the  sheer  rocky  cliff  gnaws,  rakes,  shreds 
My  tender,  bare,  parched  skin. 
On  my  left,  a  sign?  — the  temptation —  Stikx: 
River  Stikx  below. 

Wavering  on  a  thin  ledge  protruding  like  a  lip, 

I  stand  alone  yet  again. 

Ahead,  I  can  only  see  the  fog 

Cover  the  contorted,  outlined  face  of  a  flaking  butte. 

On  my  left,  a  sign?  — the  Temptation —  Stix: 

River  Stix  below. 

Alone  I  stand  inching  forward  to  see  under. 

On  the  right,  a  narrow,  rocky,  steep  path 

That  I  can  not  conquer 

Still  awaits  my  best  attempt. 

What  to  do? 

On  my  left,  the  easy  tempting  sign,  Styx: 

River  Styx  below. 

I  step  forward  and  down 

Into  the  dawn  of  the  realm  of  things 

Like  the  one  I  became. 
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Homage  to  Salvador  Dali 

by  Oliver  Sasse  lOB 

Dreams,  manifestations  of  desire  and  potential. 

Dreams  can  be  one's  reality. 

No  matter  how  irrational,  erotic,  or  insane, 

Visions,  dreams,  memories,  and  fantasies  can  create  a  reality. 

Nightmares  may  involve  decay  and  violence, 

Consisting  of  melting  clocks  or  burning  giraffes. 

Then,  reality,  may  appear  in  that  form  in  one's  eyes. 

One's  fantasies  may  occur  in  absolute  confusion  and  chaos. 

This  paranoia  can  be  organized  in  one's  minds  to  form  an 

image  which  overcomes  the  accepted  reality  and  creates  another. 

Spontaneous  actions  and  paranoia  produce  the  ability  to  realize  the  hidden  truths. 

To  realize  that  very  often,  an  accepted  truth  shadows  another  truth. 

This  hidden  truth  may  be  in  one's  dreams  and  is  therefore  accepted. 

One  may  sea  melting  clocks  or  burning  giraffes. 
These  are  objects,  images  of  confusion  to  be  interpreted 
which  result  in  the  realization  of  one's  reality. 
One's  reality,  may  be  surreal. 
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Unfaltering  Steps 

6^  Christopher  Mann  lOA 

Time 

Wage  wearied  soldier 
Dutiful,     persevering,      persistent 
Restless,  unchained  eccentric 
beyond  universal  control 
Reckless,  harsh,       unforgiving. 

Time; 

Time  personified  marks  our  days. 

It  is  our  succour  or  our  enemy 

A  struggle  against  the  limits  of  time 

is  unrelenting 
Its  passage  soothes 

our  spirit  and  heals  our  wounds 
Never  a  teacher,  only  an  observer 
But  no  one  dares  laugh  in  its  face. 

Our  lives  are  measured, 

our  deeds  gauged 
Always  marching  forwsird 

repeating  itself  with  each 
strike  of  the  clock 
Like  a  regimented  mihtia, 
Leaving  each  moment  to  be 

a  parade  of  the  past. 
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The  past  does  not  always  sleep 

peacefully, 
With  its  fitful  dreams 

brings  an  awakening  of  the  soul. 

Each  season  marks  its  time 

with  imfaltering  steps 
Spring's  reveille  is  the  bugle's  call 

to  life 
Basking  in  the  midday  warmth  of  summer 
Cool,  refreshing  autumn  taps 
Heralds  the  restful  halt  of  winter 
sleep. 

Time  is  its  own  boundary 
The  young  yearn  to  extend 

its  invisible  prison  walls 
In  middle  years,  immediacy 

of  action  surmounts  the  unyielding 
barrier 
Relenting  to  the  glories  of  the  past 

seen  by  the  old. 
It  is  its  own  master  submitting 

to  no  other. 
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How  Do  I  Love  Thee? 

by  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browing 

How  do  I  love  thee?  Let  me  count  the  ways. 

I  love  thee  to  the  depth  and  breadth  and  height 

My  soul  can  reach,  when  feeling  out  of  sight 

For  the  ends  of  Being  and  ideal  Grace. 

I  love  thee  to  the  level  of  everyday's 

Most  quiet  need,  by  sun  and  candlelight. 

I  love  thee  freely,  as  men  strive  for  Right; 

I  love  thee  purely,  as  they  turn  from  raise. 

I  love  thee  with  the  passion  put  to  use 

In  my  old  griefs,  and  with  my  childhood's  faith. 

I  love  thee  with  a  love  I  seemed  to  lose 

With  my  lost  saints — I  love  thee  with  the  breath, 

Smiles,  tears,  of  all  my  Hfe!  —  and,  if  God  choose, 

I  shall  but  love  thee  better  after  death. 

how  love  bb? 

by  Mi  Dibadj  lOA 

how  love  bb?  sum  way. 

love  bb  down,  across,  elevation 

mind  reach,  when  un-invision 

for  end  plusgood 

love  bb  to  everyday 

unloud  need,  by  sun  candle  emenations 

love  bb  unslaved,  men  want  goodthinks 

love  bb  undirt5rwise,  they  commends  away. 

love  bb  with  use 

in  unnew  sads,  and  child  faith. 

love  bb  with  love  thinked  losed 

with  losed  goodthinkers — love  bb  with  breath, 

teethshow,  cry,  of  life! — and,  if  party  choose, 

pluslove  bb  postdeath. 
Editor's  Note: 

The  following  several  pieces  result  from  a  class  assignment  in  Grade  lOA.  Boys  were  given  a  sheaf  of 
famous  poems  and  asked,  as  a  follow  up  to  Orwell's  Nineteen  Eighty-four,  to  produce  a  line-by-line 
"translation"  of  the  original  either  into  Newspeak  or  into  modern  jargon.  To  get  the  intended  effect  — 
often  very  comic-,  the  reader  should  read  one  line  original,  then  one  line  of  the  translation. 
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In  What  Manner  Do  I  Feel  Passion  for  You? 

by  Ali  Dibadj  lOA 

In  what  manner  do  I  feel  great  passion  for  you?  Permit  me  to  enumerate  the  styles. 

I  cherish  you  to  the  abysmal  bottom  and  horizontal  distance  and  elevation 

My  inside  animating  principle  can  attain,  when  having  the  emotion  of  not  being  in 

observation 

For  the  terminations  of  Being  and  the  Grace  that  exemplifies. 

Great  soundless  desire  of  something  lacking,  by  our  closest  star  and  luminous 

burning  wax 

emenations. 
I  revere  you  of  my  own  choice,  as  men  struggle  to  get  corrections; 
I  am  enamored  with  you  without  blemishes,  as  they  shun  approvals. 
I  am  devoted  to  you  the  fervor  that  is  utilized 

In  my  warmly  attached  to  you  with  a  passion  that  I  thought  I  was  deprived 
Alongside  any  suffering  of  deprevation  of  canonized  men  and  women  —  I  have 
great  emotions  for 

you  with  the  inhalation. 
Facial  expressions  of  pleasure,  lacrymical  gland  secretions,  of  the  entire  time  of  my 
existence  on 

Earth!  —  and  in  the  event  that  the  choice  woxild  be  taken  ad  libititun  by  the 
person 

supernaturally  kinged, 
I  shall  but  have  the  emotion  of  having  great  affection  for  you  to  a  greater  extent 
following  my 

passing  away. 
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Song  from  Pippa  Passes 

by  Christopher  Mann  10 A 

The  year's  at  the  spring 
And  day's  at  the  morn; 
Morning's  at  seven; 
The  hillside's  dew-pearled 
The  lark's  on  the  wing; 
The  snail's  on  the  thorn; 
God's  in  his  heaven 
Al's  right  with  the  world! 


A  Jingle  from  Ficdep 

by  Christopher  Mann  10 A 

The  pluscold  time  is  gone 
The  around  the  clock  is  at 

the  ante  meridian; 
Cockcrow's  at  ten  minus  three; 
The  nacreous  hills  have 

stagnant  water  converged 

on  them 
The  thrush  on  the  pennon; 
An  unbig  crustacean  insect 

on  a  sharp  site  of  a  tree; 
Big  Brother  is  watching  you 

from  above,  amen 
Everjdihing's  correct  in 

OCEANIA! 
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Young  and  Old 

by  Charles  Kingsley 

When  all  the  world  is  young,  lad, ' 

And  all  the  trees  are  green; 

And  every  goose  a  swan,  lad. 

And  every  lass  a  queen; 

Then  hey  for  boot  and  horse,  lad. 

And  round  the  world  away; 

Young  blood  must  have  its  course,  lad, 

And  every  dog  his  day. 

When  all  the  world  is  old,  lad, 

And  all  the  trees  are  brown; 

And  all  the  sport  is  stale,  lad, 

And  all  the  wheels  run  down; 

Creep  home,  and  take  your  place  there. 

The  spent  and  maimed  among: 

God  grant  you  find  one  face  there, 

You  loved  when  all  was  young. 


Peurility  plus  Superannuity 

by  Richard  Brooks  10 

At  the  temporal  period  the  cosmos  equilibrates  peurility,  bairn, 
Plus  the  generality  of  abri  are  pea-tinted; 

Plus  all-encompassing  aves  anatafiae  branta  ananatidae,  gamin, 
Plus  all-encompassing  female  species  a  ruling  monarch; 
Then  exclamation  for  extended  foot  apparel  and  equus  caballus,  hebetic 
organism 

Plus  traveling  in  a  circutuous  path  the  celestial  body  to  another  location; 

Imperative  that  capillary  fluid  have  extension,  hobbledehoy. 

Plus  aU-emcompassing  canus  lupus  possessing  a  rotation  of  planet's  axis. 

At  the  temporal  period  the  cosmos  equilibrates  superannuity,  bobby  soxer, 

Plus  the  whole  of  perennial  plants  are  fuscous; 

Plus  the  generality  of  recreational  amusements  are  stereotyped,  stripling, 

Plus  the  circular  apparatuses  are  obsolescent; 

Vermiculate  to  the  domicile,  plus  appropriate  your  locality. 

The  antiquated  and  missing  limbs  among: 

Divine  character  fall  to  the  lot  of  visual  frontpiece  in  that  location. 

You  were  amorous  on  the  occasion  when  the  totality  was  juvenile. 
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The  Battle-Hymn  of  the  Republic 

by  Christopher  Mann  lOA 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming  of  the  Lord; 
He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored; 
He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  His  terrible  swift  sword; 
His  truth  is  marching  on. 

I  have  seen  Him  in  the  watch-fires  of  a  hundred  circling  camps; 
They  have  builded  Him  an  altar  in  the  evening  dews  and  damps; 
I  can  read  His  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and  flaring  lamps; 
His  day  is  marching  on. 

I  have  read  a  fiery  gospel,  writ  in  burnished  rows  of  steel: 
"As  ye  deal  with  my  contemners,  so  with  you  my  grace  shall  deal; 
Let  the  Hero,  bom  of  woman,  crush  the  serpent  with  his  heel, 
Since  God  is  marching  on." 

He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never  call  retreat; 
He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  His  judgement-seat: 
Oh,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him!  be  jubilant,  my  feet! 
Our  God  is  marching  on. 

In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was  bom  across  the  sea, 
With  a  glory  in  His  bosom  that  transfigures  you  and  me: 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to  make  men  free, 
While  God  is  marching  on. 
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The  War-Planning  of  Oceania 

by  Christopher  Mann  lOA 

Visual  organs  see  the  success  of  Big  Brother, 

Crushing  the  viticulture  of  the  raisins  of  unlove,  amassed  or  other: 
Big  Brother  has  his  fulmination  from  his  speedful,  ungood  machine  gun,  not  his 
mother, 

His  soldiers  exhibit  Big  Brother's  unUe. 

Big  Brother  is  watching  you  from  allplace  by  night, 
His  crowds  made  a  shrine  in  the  dank  unday  unbright: 
I  know  the  phrase  "Big  Brother  is  watching  you"  even  in  the  unlight. 
Big  Brother's  unnight  alltimes  moves. 

I  have  read  Emmanuel  Goldstein's  impetuous  book  writed  in  bound  pages  from  the 

oldzone. 
Ingsoc  finds  spies  and  thought-criminals  and  will  vapourize  them  all: 
Let  Big  Brother,  born  from  goodsex  before  the  Revolution,  destroy  Eastasia  with  his 

canon  balls. 

Since  Big  Brother  advances  on  all-time. 

He  shouts  from  the  telescreen  that  does  not  turn  off  at  all. 
He  sends  the  soldiers  to  the  Malabar  front  from  the  Minipax  to  death,  by  call: 
Speedwise  my  body  answer  Big  Brother,  be  joyful  my  far  extremities. 
Ingsoc  advances  forever. 

In  a  fjeld  over  the  bigfiil  body  of  salt  water.  Big  Brother  was  formed  by  goodsex, 
The  nimbus  of  his  chest  exalts  the  people  of  Oceania: 

He  lives  to  make  us  good,  let  us  become  unpeople  to  keep  Oceania  safe  from 
Eastasia  (or  Eurasia), 

While  Big  Brother  continues  to  watch  on. 
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Professor  Elijah  Kazaan  Spends  an 
Afternoon  in  his  Rocking  Chair 

by  Colin  Grey  10 A 

While  the  heat  of  summer  fried  eggs  on  the  pavement  outside.  Professor  Kazaan  gently  rocked  back-and- 
forth  in  his  chair.  The  blinds  covered  the  unused  windows  of  his  mausoleum-  like  study,  and  he  stared,  through 
reading  glasses,  at  the  open  book  held  firmly  in  his  right  hand,  while  his  left  worked  on  an  itchy  knee  beneath  the 
tartan  blanket  that  covered  his  legs.  The  professor  wore  a  shirt  and  tie,  a  green  cardigan,  and  a  perpetual  frown.  On 
top  of  his  head  were  the  gray  remnants  of  his  hair.  The  door  opened  and  Jenny  came  in,  holding  a  tray. 

"Coffee,  professor,"  she  announced,  smiling  and  setting  it  on  the  table  beside  him.  She  held  a  cup  out,  and 
he  felt  the  warm  liquid  near  his  face.  He  turned  his  head  and  took  it  as  he  put  the  book  down,  not  bothering  to  mark 
his  place. 

"Johnny  called.  He's  coming  over  later."  she  said,  pleased. 

"Thank  you,"  he  replied  as  he  took  the  first  sip. 

"Around  two  o'clock....  Do  you  need  anything  else?"  she  asked,  hoping  for  a  "no".  When  he  obUged  her, 
she  went  to  get  ready  for  Johnny's  arrival — it  was  already  twelve-thirty. 

The  professor  drank  his  coffee  quickly.  He  contemplated  the  aftertaste,  which  lingered  in  his  mouth.  He 
rolled  his  upwards  eyes  to  regard  the  ceiling.  A  fly  buzzed  around  in  a  seemingly  random  path,  landed  upside  down 
on  the  plaster,  rubbed  its  hands  together,  and  then  took  off  again. 

"Johnny,"  he  said  quietly  to  himself,  "can  go  to  hell." 

Johnny  moved  cautiously  towards  the  door.  His  feet,  one  before  another,  made  httle  sound.  The  sun 
reflected  off  his  black  leather  shoe.  Age,  pain,  and  wisdom  had  begun  to  chisel  away  at  his  football-hero  face,  and 
his  blond  hair  above  was  thinning.  High  above,  the  birds  were  singing  in  celebration  of  the  glorious  summer 
afternoon.  He  knocked  on  the  door. 

"Johnny!"  Jenny  said  as  she  opened  the  door  too  quickly.  "Hello,  Jenny,"  he  said,  kissing  her  on  the  cheek. 
"You  look  nice."  Beaming,  she  led  him  through  the  living  room,  the  kitchen,  and  the  study  door  to  the  professor. 

"Hello,  Elijah,"  Johnny  said,  holding  his  hand  out  to  be  shaken. 

"Hello.  John,"  replied  the  professor,  holding  his  book  firmly.  Johnny  nervously  sat  in  an  easy  chair 
opposite  the  professor.  Though  uncomfortable,  he  did  not  adjust  himself.  Around  him  shelves  of  books  lined  the 
four  walls  of  the  dimly  lit  room. 

Jenny  waited  expectantly  but,  finding  no  excuse  to  remain,  went  to  the  kitchen  and  occupied  herself  with 
making  tea. 

"How  are  things,  Elijah?"  Johnny  a.sked.  "Fine."  The  response  was  curt  and  belligerent. 

"How's  retirement?"  he  asked,  not  knowing  what  to  say  and  -flinching  as  he  realized  his  mistake.  Elijah, 
however,  answered  with  another  succinct  "Fine." 

Putting  the  ensuing  silence  to  an  end,  Jenny  walked  in  with  hot,  steaming  tea.  She  served  them  both  and 
Elijah  was  forced  to  put  his  book  down  to  accept  her  offering. 
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"Thank  you.  Jenny,  ihey  bolh  mumbled.  Once  again,  after  faithfully  searching  for  a  reason  lo  stay,  Jenny 
was  forced  to  leave. 

As  Johnny  drank  his  tea.  Elijah  examined  him  through  his  reading  glasses.  Through  them  Johnny's  face 
was  magnified  and  distorted  so  that  every  fault  upon  his  visage  looked  gargantuan  and  monstrous.  Elijah  took  a  sip 
and  then  another  as  the  rage  rose  inside  of  him  until  a  desire  to  throw  something  large  and  heavy  at  Johnny 
overtook  him. 

Instead,  he  opened  his  mouth,  took  a  final  swallow,  and  put  the  cup  down.  Across,  Johnny  avoided  his 
piercing  eyes. 

"Why  do  you  come  here.  John?"  Elijah  asked,  causing  Johnny  to  fable  and  nearly  spill  his  tea. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  he  asked. 

Leaning  forward,  his  chair  coming  with  him,  Elijah  said,  "You  killed  my  daughter.  You're  not  welcome  in 
my  house." 

Johnny  got  up,  and.  still  unable  to  look  at  Elijah,  walked  towards  the  door.  "I  loved  your  daughter,"  he  said 
softly  and  vehemently  when  he  arrived,  "and  her  death  was  an  accident.  Once  again  I  tell  you.  Elijah,  it  was  an 
accident,  and  I  don't  see  that  you  should  hate  me  because  of  it."  He  looked  over,  but  Elijah  was  reading  his  book.  "I 
just  don't  see  that  it  has  to  end  this  way.  You're  one  of  the  only  ways  I  have  to  remember  her.  You're  the  best 
way."  He  bit  his  upper  lip  and  left. 

When  Jenny  entered,  Elijah  Kazaan  was  seated  in  his  rocking  chair,  reading  his  book.  She  watched  him 
with  concern  and  nervously  gathered  up  the  tray.  Standing  at  the  threshold  into  the  kitchen,  she  heard  him  utter  a 
sound.  She  looked  and  saw  his  mouth  writhing  and  twisted  in  an  effort  to  articulate  an  emotion,  fiery  and  confused, 
which  ate  away  at  his  insides.  In  desperation,  he  threw  his  book  at  the  easy  chair  where  John  had  been  sitting,  but  it 
fell  short  of  his  mark.  He  got  up  and  went  to  the  window,  letting  the  blanket  fall  to  the  floor  and  opened  the  bhnds. 
The  sun.  blinding  in  its  radiance,  caused  him  to  wince.  He  closed  them,  as  darkness  overtook  the  room  once  again, 
and  contemplated  the  little  red  dots  which  he  saw  in  front  of  him. 
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Untitled 

by  Colin  Grey  lOA 

And  then  She  Killed  Him, 

Destroying  His  Peace, 

But  He  Refused  to  Ask  How. 

Moving  towards  her  and  then  standing  with  them  extended,  he  examined  her  once  more  and  basked  in  the 
red  of  her  hair,  in  the  green  of  her  eyes,  in  the  delicacy  of  her  frame,  basked  in  her  flawlessness.  He  knew  he  would 
die  a  thousand  deaths  if  she  did  something,  anything,  to  destroy  the  image  of  perfection  which  she  represented:  by 
appearing  overly  grateful  or  by  sneezing  into  the  flowers  or  by  saying  something  horrible.  She  took  the  bouquet 
from  him, 

HE  OFFERED  HER  THE  FLOWERS. 

so  that  Nicholas  could  see  her  across  the  room,  recombant  on  a  divan.  As  he  entered,  Nicholas  felt  gloriously 
integrated  into  the  world  of  the  others,  to  which  she  was  a  gateway.  He  felt  it  to  be  a  world  which  rivalled  paradise. 
From  the  other  side  of  the  room. 

THE  BUTLER  OPENED  THE  DOOR  TO  THE  STUDY, 

When  he  rang  the  doorbell,  the  butler  answered.  There  was  an  awkward  silence  as  Nicholas  stood,  unsure  of 
what  to  do  and  yet  certain  that  he  should  be  doing  something. 

"Sir?"  the  butler  asked. 

"Oh."  Nicholas  said  quickly  as  he  realized  his  role.  "Nicholas  Ogilvy...for  Miss  Mendall." 

"Ah,  yes,  come  in,  sir.  Let  me  take  your  coat." 

Nicholas  didn't  know  her,  but  the  butler  seemed  to  be  expecting  him.  Perhaps  Lisa  has  called  ahead. 

"Miss  Mendall  is  waiting  for  you  in  the  study,"  the  butler  said,  taking  Nicholas  up  the  stairs  to  a  door  at  the 
end  of  a  long  hallway. 

HE  STEPPED  OUT  OF  THE  CARRIAGE, 

and  got  into  the  carriage.  Looking  out  the  window  as  they  rode  towards  her  house,  Nicholas  marvelled  at  the 
passing  world,  that  world  which  everyone  but  he  seemed  able  to  tolerate,  and  once  more  he  thought  of  Mestayah. 

It  was  all  he  had  been  doing  for  a  week;  thinking  of  Mestayah.  When  he  had  seen  her  at  the  party,  he  knew 
that  she  was  different,  knew  that  of  all  of  them,  only  she  posed  no  threat.  He  could  talk  to  her,  listen  to  her  freely, 
without  the  fear  that  at  any  moment  she  might  say  something  horrible  to  cause  his  peace  to  tumble  wildly  down 
towards  a  renewed  chaos,  and  once  more  he  would  be  forced  to  painfully  reconstruct  a  solace  within  himself. 
Nicholas  understood  that  this  destruction  could  be  done.  He  knew  the  power  of  the  spoken  word,  and  he  was 
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icrrilicd  of  it. 

They  arrived  at  last  at  her  house,  and 

FOR  THE  FIRST  TIME  IN  YEARS, 

walked  down  the  corridor,  down  the  stairs,  and  bidding  good-bye  to  Lisa,  went  outside  the  mansion. 

HE  LEFT  HIS  ROOM, 

his  appearances  usually  degenerated  rapidly:  his  beard  grew  wildly,  his  hair,  often  unwashed,  smelt  putrid; 
and  his  clothes  went  days  without  change.  The  week  before,  however,  Nicholas'  father  forced  him  to  attend  a  party, 
and  so  Nicholas  was  cleaned,  shaved,  dressed,  then  presented  to  the  guests,  who  gave  their  exaggerated  approval 
and  then  ignored  him  for  the  rest  of  the  evening.  He  reciprocated  the  action,  preferring  to  be  left  alone.  At  eight- 
thirty  two,  however  something  happened.  Nicholas  laid  eyes  upon  perhaps  the  woman  closet  to  perfection  in 
existence  and  proceeded  to  gaze  at  her  the  entire  evening.  When  his  brother,  Heathcliff.  sat  down  next  to  him  at  one 
point,  Nicholas  did  something  unprecedented  and  began  a  conversation. 

"Heathcliff."  he  asked  quietly  with  a  voice  which  did  not  travel  far,  "who's  that?" 
"That,  there,"  Heathcliff  answered  with  a  characteristic  yawn.  "Why,  that's  Mestayah  Mendall."  and  there 
the  conversation  ended.  Now.  as  a  direct  result  of  that  evening,  Nicholas  lay  his  hand  upon  the  door  handle  and,  of 
his  own  volition, 

SINCE  NICHOLAS  WAS  SUCH  A  RECLUSE, 

He  lived  in  a  back  room  of  the  Oglivy's  mansion,  content  and,  so  long  as  his  personal  maid  Lisa  kept 
feeding  him,  self-sufficient,  occupying  his  time  with  countless  petty  pursuits.  In  one  comer  there  stood  an  ever- 
changing  gigantic  model  of  New  York,  in  another  a  pile  of  books,  all  concerning  Thomas  More,  cast  a  gargantuan 
shadow,  and  in  yet  another,  his  chemistry  experiments  were  set  up. 

NICHOLAS  NEVER  SPOKE  TO  ANYONE. 
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Perspectives 

Nick  Brown  11 

Red  brick  tiers  rose  symmetrically  around 

The  glistening  black  that  held  my  feet. 

A  grimace  grabbed  my  shoulders  but  a  gnmt 

Ripped  him  off  and  into  brick. 

His  head  snapped  back. 

It  was  bom  trivially:  some  casual  jab  that 

Would  have  died  in  laughter  after 

A  half-hearted  riposte.  But  the  Girl 

Leant  radiantly  back  against  the  wall 

and  smiled. 

I  thought  she  smiled  for  me: 

Primordial  force  drove  my  shoulder  down 

And  into  gut:  he  gasped  and  sagged. 

I  grinned  and  half  turned  away. 

He  thought  she  smiled  for  him: 

His  arm  snapped  up  and  across  and  a 

Bony  hand  cracked  into  my  ear. 

Stifling  a  snarl  I  twisted  back, 

Meeting  a  hammer  on  the  jaw. 

*  *  * 


My  gaze  flickers  free  across 

A  sky  of  splattered  silver  specks: 

I  feel  little  but  the  nameless  exhilaration 

Of  freedom,  cool  air,  and  open  emptiness. 

My  thoughts  skip  across  the  void,  shattering 

Occasionally  against  the  wall  of  reason. 

Not  consciously  funnelled  by  the  stars. 

But  channelled  by  the  walls  of  happenstance. 

My  eyes  lock  on  Orions  studded  belt, 

Tracing  the  pattern  that  inspired 

A  once-named  visionary  to  christen  specks. 

Somewhere  else  a  taut  brow  bends  and  grimaces 

At  a  tiny  eye  that  sees  Orion  with  the 
Brilliance  of  eagles  and  the  perspective  of  gods. 


84 


VOLUME  XVII   1991 


Behind  the  brow  the  wall  of  reason  builds  itself  ever 

Higher:  intricate  incomprehensible  neurons  flash, 

Mirroring  the  focus  of  the  inky  eye,  as  they  build 

Bricks  of  logic  and  mortar  them  to  the  wall. 

If  I  saw  the  sabled  spread  of  the  heavens 

Through  a  tiny  black  eye,  and  every  Man 

I  met  saw  the  same,  then 

Perhaps  the  wall  would  dam 

The  flood  of  unreined  emotion  that 

Beats  cities  into  flames  and  carrion,  and 

Perhaps  the  sieve  of  morality  would  tighten 

Against  the  flow  of  nameless  cruelty 
That  batters  our  souls  into  cringing  distrust. 

But  my  thoughts  nm  alone: 

The  thoughts  behind  the  brow,  though  they  too 

Focus  on  Orion,  follow  a  separate  path. 

Even  if  they  meet  a  million  times. 

The  brow's  thoughts  and  mine  will  never,  never  merge. 

So,  blinded  by  my  eyes,  I  negotiate  the  bumps 

In  my  path,  naming  them  mountains.  I  walk 

My  rut  with  countless  thousands,  but  none  of  us  have 

Ever  climbed  the  rut's  walls  and  looked  out 

Over  Life's  vast  maze:  we  have  never  seen 

The  void  at  its  center.  And  though  occasionally  my 

Random  gaze  wanders  up  from  the  rut 

And  across  the  brilliant  sky. 

My  thoughts  do  not  stray  to  the 

Towering  traditions  that  funnel  me  and 

The  endless  hordes  into  the  empty  center. 

The  obhvion  that  rode  my  conscious 

Mind  through  the  maze 

Settles  into  my  soul:  I  smile  and  sleep. 
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Return  to  Life 

by  Ian  Hodkinson  11 A 

Sun  pierces  the  snow, 

breaking  the  icy 
Shield  that  locks  back  life. 

As  the  sun 
Rises  in  the  sky, 

warmth  rejuvenates  the  land. 

Green  breaks  through  the 

White  earth. 
Leaves  develop, 

plants  grow  and  spread. 
Slowly  the  world  comes  back  to 

Ufe. 

Like  freed  prisoners, 

people  celebrate  their 

Liberation  from  the 
burden  of  winter. 

They  take  to  the  outdoors, 

rejoicing  in  the  sultry  light. 

A  rose  blossoms 

spreading  its 
Beauty  for  all  to  see. 

The  metamorphosis  is 
Over; 

Spring  had  come. 
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WHAT  HAS  HAPPENED? 

6^  Andrew  Khalil  IIB 

What  has  happened? 

What  was  once  simple  beauty 

Is  now  a  puddle  of  words, 

The  object  of  scrutiny,  analysed. 

Dig,  dig,  deeper,  deeper... 

Put  under  the  hot  white  light, 

Poked  and  proded,  pulled 

In  every  direction. 

Themes,  images,  symbolism  boundless 

Interpretations,  infinite. 

The  dove  is  no  longer  a  bird, 

The  peaceful  night  is  the  devil. 

Rain  is  tragedy  like  tears. 

The  sun  is  fire,  and  flowers  die. 

simplicity  is  turned  to  question. 

I  don't  like  it. 
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Turns 

by  Charles  Matouk  IIB 

in  life 

the  rudiments  of  past 
emotion 

and  truth 
turns 

to  accommodate  the  present. 

from  brightest 
dawn 
to  deepest  dusk, 
from  morning  sun 
to  twihght  dreams 
the  world 
turns, 

restless, 

always  waiting  for  tomorrow 
and  a  twist  of  fate. 

a  people's  homeland 
becomes  the  homeland  of  another 
people, 
doublestandards  plague 
the  forces  which  enforce 
the  justice  which 
turns 

towards  convenience. 

the  world  shakes 

and  man  stands  still 

oblivious  to  change, 
the  horror 
turns 
about  us 
unrecognized. 

such  sudden 
turns. 

an  evoking  stare, 
the  pain  of  love 

and  the  clarity 

that  blinds  and 
turns 
the  world. 
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The  Extra 

by  Charles  Tingley  11 

Under  our  covers,  slick  with  doubt,  our  wide  eyes 
probed  shadows 

bathed  in  a  pool  of  darkness. 
We  made  images  float  to  the  surface  but  never  further, 

to  be  eased  with  certainty. 
We  were  scared  of  what  lurked  beyond  the  warmth 

of  our  own  being. 

Too  quickly,  we  are  defined  by  the  light 

that  stirs  our  deepest  slumber. 
The  flash  bulb  explodes, 

and  we  see  our  nakedness. 
The  clarity  hurts  our  eyes. 
Our  life  like  a  film,  sputter  before  us, 

its  weak  beam  coughing  in  the  stale  and  smokey  air. 

Our  wish  is  to  tear  off  our  clothes, 

wet  with  knowledge, 
arid  watch  from  our  balcony  the  swimmers  we  had  forgotten. 
We  press  closed  our  eyes 

trusting  every  night  in  the  darkness  we  once  feared. 
And  it  comes  with  its  floating  figures 
Trust  is  our  new  captain  and  there  is  no  mutiny  against  his 

course  of  desperation. 
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The  anonymous  and  comforting  shadows 

have  grown  legs  from  fins. 
They  walk  from  the  bubbling  surf  of  our  illusion 

and  drip  the  blood  of  our  gaping  wound. 
They  turn  their  ugly  heads  toward  us. 
Do  they  smile  as  we  look  in  horror  at  the  cold 

features  of  t. hose  we  know  from 

the  breathing  world? 

Tomolrow,  we  will  find  the  second  victim  drowned 
in  the  pitiless  waters  of  the  dark  room. 

Dream  is  the  next  hostage, 

and  the  ransom  is  our  empty  existence  with 
our  broken  faith  fettered  and  ineffectual. 
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The  Alchemist 

by  Hugh  McGuire  11 

Dancing  moonlight  carves 
Wavering  sculptures  of 

Jeweled  Kings 
and  of 

Ragged  Peasants 
Up  against  the  wall 
And  on  his  face 

Concentration 

Before  him  the  battered 

Crucible 
Lies  amid  the  soiled 

Elements 
Scattered  by  an  absent-minded 

God. 

Mercury  and  sulfur 

Earth  and  Air  and  Water 

Pain  and  emptiness  and  hatred  and 

Despair 
Remain 

Unchanged, 

Again  white  flames  melt  zinc 
As  the  icy  night  freezes  the  heart 
And  still 

No  gold. 

The  maniac  voices  of  a  million  years  of 

History 
and  of 

Science 
Sing  in  mocking  unison: 
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"It  cannot  be  done!" 


But  I  too  can  sing. 


Here  is  the 

Philosopher's  Stone 
That  turns 

cold  iron  to  shinning  silver 
dull  lead  to  brilhant  platinum 
tears  of  anguish  to  tears  of  rapture. 

And  with  a  cascade  of 

Gold 
Flowing  about  her  neck 
And  Blue  diamond  eyes  glistening 
She  smiles. 

Treasure. 


The  Alchemist  by  David  Teniers  (1610-1690).  Taken  from  The 
History  of  Medicine:  1991  Calendar.  Willowdale:  Firefly  Books. 
1991. 
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ARxMOR 

by  Nick  Brown  11 

I  walked  up  to  the  huge  plate  glass  door  and  tentatively  put  my  hand  on  the  gold-chrome  handle.  My  hand's 
reflection  appeared  in  the  door,  its  knuckles  whitening  as  pushed  the  door  in.  I  walked  through  the  white-tiled 
lobby,  I  stretching  up  from  off-white  walls  to  narrow  arches  of  gold  which  squeezed  between  themselves  more  of 
the  spotless  plate  glass.  Light  poured  through  the  glass  in  strangely  cool  waves  conferring  a  majesty  without 
warmth  to  the  hall.  There  were  a  few  leafy,  water-hungry  plants  in  the  recessed  area  in  front  of  the  elevators,  and 
though  they  tried  valiantly  to  add  some  cheer  to  the  stark  majesty  of  the  place,  they  did  not  succeed.  I  reached  out. 
and  my  good  fmger  touched  the  elevator  button.  Glancing  up,  I  saw  an  orange  light  disappear  from  a  neat  hole 
punched  in  a  plate  of  gold  chrome.  An  instant  later,  the  elevator  doors  slid  open  . 

I  stepped  into  the  mirrored  cubicle  and  saw  my  hand  repUcated  thousands  of  times,  on  and  on  into  the 
mirrored  walls.  I  saw  it  reach  forward  to  touch  the  button  labelled  nineteen,  imitated  endlessly  by  the  mocking 
mirrors.  My  stomach  sank;  then  I  felt  a  weight  that  had  never  been  there  lifted  from  my  shoulders,  and  I  stepped 
through  the  whirring  elevator  doors  into  a  chrome  and  steel  anteroom.  "COBB,  LEICESTER  and  Associates"  read 
the  blue  on  chrome  doorplate  affixed  to  the  double  doors  in  front  of  me.  I  pushed,  and  LEICESTER  split  neatly 
though  the  middle  E,  allowing  me  through  into  a  sea  of  blue  and  iron  gray.  The  blue  was  the  blue  of  the  sea  before  a 
storm,  flecked  with  steely  highlights,  but  the  grey  had  no  naturalness  about  it:  it  was  not  the  grey  of  the  clouds  but 
the  grey  of  once-red  metal  squeezed  into  forms  it  had  never  held  before. 

The  receptionist's  bright  red  smile  disappeared  from  under  her  well  coifed  blond  hair  as  my  hand  dropped  a 
business  card  on  her  desk. 

"Mr.  James.  I  have  an  appointment  today  at  ten  thirty.  Sorry  I'm  late.  Can  I  go  in,  or  should  I ...?" 

She  frowned  at  my  hand,  but  picked  up  a  telephone  and  muttered  into  what  appeared  to  be  the  right  end. 
Depositing  the  phone,  she  summoned  up  her  phoniest  smile  and  said.  "You  can  go  right  in.  Through  the  blue  door 
and  all  the  way  to  the  end.  It's  the  last  door  on  the  left." 

I  stepped  through  the  doorway,  walked  down  the  hall,  and  knocked  on  the  appropriate  door.  It  opened,  and  I 
was  ushered  inside  and  into  a  blue  plush  chair  by  a  tall,  well-groomed  man  in  a  grey  pinstripe  suit  and  a  narrow 
black  tie.  Modem  success  oozed  from  every  pore  of  his  finely  chiseled  face,  giving  him  an  aura  that  surrounded  him 
I  like  a  steel  wall,  keeping  the  vulgar  horror  of  humanity  from  touching  his  carefully  painted  self. 

I  liked  this  man. 

*  *  * 

He  sat  down  in  front  of  me,  waiting  for  me  to  come  around  my  desk  (332  months  old-solid  mahogany- 
twelve  hundred  pound-thirteen  thousand  American  dollars)  I  obliged,  then  said  as  I  looked  him  up  and  down,  "I'm 
Wallace  Cobb.  What  can  ..." 

My  voice  involuntarily  disappeared,  and  hand,  which  had  been  moving  forward  in  what  had  been  planned  as 
a  handshake,  snapped  back  to  my  side  like  a  reversed  salute.  The  man's  hand  was  bloated  and  charred  to  the  point 
where  it  was  recognizable  as  a  hand  only  because  it  was  on  the  end  of  his  arm.  It  had  only  three  fingers  and  barely 
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half  of  a  thumb.  Don'i  lose  your  cool.  Calm,  calm.  He' s  probably  a  nice  man.  Above  all,  don' i  show  him  you 
noticed.  Just  ignore  it  It  came  out  a  bit  forced,  but  at  least  it  came  out:  "Can  I  do  for  you,  Mr. ...?" 

"James." 

"Well  sit  down"  Hell.',  quick  cover  it  up.  Smooth,  be  smooth.  "Heh  heh  ha..."  I  chuckled.  There.  He  has  to 
take  it  as  a  joke:  hell,  it  was  a  joke.  He  didn't  seem  to  think  it  was  that  funny...  He  has  these  hard  grey  blue  eyes 
that  look  more  like  the  diamond  tips  of  oil  drills  then  anything  else... 

"Mr.Cobb.  I'm  here  because  I ..." 

"1  prefer  Wallace." 

"Because  I'm  experiencing  certain  problems  which  I  believe  you  can  help  me  solve." 

"What  kind  of..." 

He  forged  on.  his  diamond-hard  eyes  fixed  on  mine,  reading  my  question  before  I  even  articulated  it. 
"Seventeen  days  ago,  I  received  a  letter  informing  me  that  I  had  been  denied  a  physical  place  at  the  World  Chess 
Championships.    Instead  I  was  offered  a  satellite  link  through  which  1  could  compete.  I  am  ranked  seventh  in  the 
world,  Mr.  Cobb.  I  have  not  lost  a  match  in  the  past  two  years.  A  place  is  mine  by  right,  and  I  want  you  to  get  one 
for  me." 

"Mr.  James.  I  am  not  sure  I..." 

Again  those  infernal  eyes  anticipated  me.  "I  will  explain.  Many  years  ago.  very  few  grandmasters  actually 
attended  the  tournaments  in  person.  Instead,  they  sent  an  apprentice,  with  a  radio  transceiver  in  his  pocket.  They 
played  their  games  from  the  comfort  of  their  hotels,  safe  from  the  stress  and  distractions  of  actually  playing  on  a 
stage  in  front  of  an  audience. 

Not  a  bad  idea...  I  wonder  if  I  could  use  that  in  court...  It  probably  wouldn't  be  a  good  idea  for  important 
cases,  but  for  an  arraignme...  Uggh!  That  hand:  he's  twisting  it  and  pinching  it  with  his  left,  like  he...  Damn  it, 
what  is  he  saying?  Something  about  the  top  thirty  masters...  "Uh.  Mr  James,  could  you  repeat  that?  I'm  not  sure  I 
quite  see  your  point." 

"Look.  Mr  Cobb,  the  point  is  very  simple.  Eight  months  ago..." 

What  a  beautifully  indirect  way  of  saying  'Pay  attention!" 

"...  requiring  that  the  thirty  top  ranked  grandmasters  attending  a  tournament  —  a  chess  tournament  you 
understand  —  that  the  top  thirty  grandmasters  be  ..." 

Ok,  ok.  don't  get  sore... 

"...  in  person.  This  rule  was  nominally  instituted  to  alleviate  the  unfair  advantage  enjoyed  by  a  grandmaster 
alone  in  his  room." 

Whoa!  He  sounds  like  he's  lecturing  the  jury... 

"...  real  reason  for  this  rule,  though,  was  that  the  important  games  were  to  be  televised.  The  television 
stations  wanted  to  be  guaranteed  of  close  up  shots  of  grandmasters  n  intense  concentration.  They  ..." 

'"All  right.  MrJames.  I  think  I  understand.  The  top  thirty  contestants  are  normally  present  at  the  tournament. 
You  are  one  of  these  people,  and  yet  you  have  been  denied  a  place.  Do  you  know  if  the  requirement  that  the  top 
thirty  people  be  present  is  written  down?" 

"No.  I  don't  think  it  exists  in  writing.  But  the  rule  has  been  in  effect  since  December  last  year.  And  it's  not 
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quite  as  simple  as  you  make  it  sound.  The  World  Chess  Federation  also  adopted  a  policy  saying  that  they  would  pay 
for  the  air  travel  costs  of  the  top  thirty  contestants,  so  that  a  poor  grandmaster  would  not  be  unfairly..." 

"Is  that  policy  in  writing?  Is  it  referred  to  in  the  charter  of  the  organization?  Can  you  get  a  copy  of  the 
charter,  if  it  exists?" 

"I  don't  think  they  have  had  time  to  put  it  into  writing.  The  rule,  as  I  said,  has  only  been  around  eight 
months." 

"I'm  not  referring  to  the  rule:  I'm  talking  about  the  policy  of  aid." 

I  know,  Mr.  Cobb.  But  the  idea  of  aid  was  only  introduced  AFTER  the  rule  was  adopted." 

"I ..." 

"Just  a  second.  I  do  have  some  written  proof  that  they  are  giving  me  the  runaround." 

Good,  good.  Maybe  this  isn't  such  a  impossible  case... 

"...  ago  I  was  informed  by  letter  that  funds  were  not  available  to  finance  my  trip.  I  replied  that  I  would 
finance  it  myself.  I  received  another  letter,  saying  that  all  the  hotels  within  200  miles  of  the  tournament,  which  is  to 
be  held  in  Sydney,  Australia,  were  booked  up.  I  consulted  a  travel  agent,  and  he  booked  me  a  room  a  bare  half  mile 
from  the  building  wherein  the  games  will  be  played.  I  have  kept  copies  of  all  these  letters  and  of  the  letter  my  travel 
agent  sent  me.  Does  that  satisfy  you?" 

"Yes...  that  will  be  a  help...  though..." 

"Oh,  I  also  have  another  letter.  When  I  wrote  the  World  Chess  Federation,  telling  them  I  had  reservations  at 
a  hotel,  they  sent  me  a  letter  saying  I  could  not  attend.  I  have  that  letter  in  my  pocket.  Do  you  want  to  see  it?" 

The  disgusting  hand  had  just  reached  into  an  inside  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  folded  letter.  It  was  now  being 
proffered  across  my  mahogany  desk.  Yiiuchh!  The  letter's  probably  covered  in  juices  from  that  disgusting  hand. 
"No...  It's  quite  all  right.  Keep  it,  and  if  I  need  it  ask  you  to  fax  it  to  me." 

"Listen.  It  is  not  so  much  their  refusal  to  pay  for  my  airline  ticket  that  bothers  me.  That  I  don't  mind:  I  only 
brought  it  up  because  you  wanted  written  proof."  His  voice  rose.  "What  1  don't  like  is  the  fact  that  they  don't  dare 
let  me  appear  on  television  because  they  are  afraid  of  THIS!"  His  voice  had  risen  almost  to  a  shout  and  he  was 
brandishing  his  hand  like  a  flaming  torch. 

"Mr  James,  compose  yourself.  I  understand." 

He  stopped  waving  his  hand,  and  stared  at  me.  Then,  with  deadly  calm,  he  leaned  forward  and  placed  tie 
piece  of  bloated  meat  that  was  his  right  hand  on  my  solid  mahogany-thirteen  thousand  dollar-twelve  thousand 
pound  desk.  He  said,  "Look  at  this.  How  can  you  possibly  understand  this?  This  is  why  1  am  denied  my  rightful 
place.  One,  measly  little  hand  is  all  that  is  wrong  with  me!  ONE  HAND!  And  for  one  hand  I  am  denied  my  place 
because  some  chicken  shit  producer  is  afraid  his  ratings  will  drop  if  some  coddly  old  lady  faints  at  the  sight  of  ONE 
HAND!  How  can  you  say  you  understand?" 

"Mr  James,  plea,se.  Compose  yourself.  I'm  not  a  psychiatrist,  but  I  do..." 

"You  bloody  fool.  You  disgusting  phony  painted  fool.  Compose  myself?  If  I  could  compose  myself,  do  you 
think  I'd  include  this  bloody  hunk  of  MEAT?  They  don't  want  my  hand  sitting  on  the  screen  in  front  of  millions  of 
their  precious  viewers.  And  for  that,  I  am  denied  my  first,  and  probably  my  last  chance  at  Kasparov.  Do  you 
understand  what  chess  means  to  me?  It  is  my  life.  It  is  my  one  great  skill.  Would  YOU  be  happy  if  you  were 
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denied  ihe  right  to  practice  law  because  you  were  BALD  and  your  client  assumed  that  a  bald  lawyer  would 
antagonize  the  jurors?" 

**• 

There  was  a  pause.  Then  1  put  my  hand  back  on  his  desk  and  pressed  it  into  the  mahogany.  Then,  staring  into 
his  face,  I  said,  "Look  at  this.  Look  at  it  long  and  hard.  Ask  yourself  if  you  will  ever  be  able  to  treat  me  for  what  I 
am  and  not  for  what  my  hand  appears  to  be.  Ask  yourself  at  night,  before  you  dream.  Ask  yourself  if  you  will  ever 
be  able  to  treat  anyone  not  cut  from  the  same  mold  as  you  as  a  fellow  human  being.  Ask  your  cold,  painted  heart 
who  you  really  are." 

1  turned,  and  opened  the  door.  I  shut  it  softly  on  his  spluttering  face,  and  walked  the  length  of  the  corridor.  I 
walked  through  the  lobby,  ignoring  the  pile  of  cosmetics  that  was  trying  to  get  my  attention.  I  heard  her  yells 
behind  me  as  the  E  of  LEICEISTER  reformed.  Why  should  I  fork  out  for  Ihe  privilege  of  seeing  her  phony  smile 
and  swearing  at  her  boss? 

The  elevator  doors  slid  open,  then  shut  again,  locking  me  inside  the  horrid  little  cubicle  that  mimicked  every 
move  of  my  hand.  There  was  a  short  pause,  then  the  minors  parted  and  I  angrily  thrust  myself  out  into  the  lobby. 
With  a  weird  sense  of  detachment,  I  felt  myself  counting  the  steps  I  took  as  I  stormed  through  the  lobby  and  out 
through  the  plate  glass  door  into  the  noise  and  press  of  humanity.  Thirty  nine,  not  including  the  shuffles  made  while 
opening  the  door. 

*** 

I  watched  him  stride  angrily  to  the  door  and  rip  it  open.  I  clenched  my  teeth  for  the  slam  that  did  not  come. 
Then  I  sighed  and  wiped  from  my  forehead  the  sweat  that  had  begun  to  form  the  second  his  diamond  eyes  left  me. 
What  did  he  call  me?  Painted?  Why  would  he  call  me  painted  -  /  mean,  asshole  I  could  understand,  bloody  fool, 
yes.  but  painted?  What  did  he  tell  me  to  do?  Think  about...  Hell!  Why  am  I  even  thinking  about  what  that 
deformed  jerk  said?  He  can  go  sti0' himself.  I  waited  five  minutes,  then  pressed  the  intercom  and  said,  "Mia? 
Could  you  get  me  my  tailor?" 

I  left  the  office  half  an  hour  later.  I  pushed  open  the  double  doors  and  pressed  the  button  with  a  gloved  hand. 
I  smiled  as  the  elevator  doors  shut  behind  me  and  adjusted  my  black  silk  tie  in  the  endless  mirrors.  Then  I  smiled 
again  and  looked  and  my  well  formed  smiling  face.  It  looked  right  back.  I  went  down  to  the  parking  level,  three 
levels  underground.  I  walked  twenty  odd  feet  to  my  car  and  slid  the  key  into  the  lock.  The  black  door  swung  open.  I 
stepped  inside  and  started  the  engine. 

I  walked  out  of  the  tailor's  with  two  brand-new,  handtailored,  three  thousand  dollar  suits  and  four  new  ties 
slung  over  my  shoulder  in  one  of  those  clingy  plastic  wraps.  I  drove  the  three  miles  home,  poured  myself  a  double 
bourbon  and  sank  into  an  easy  chair.  Then  I  picked  up  the  remote  and  flicked  on  the  TV. 

I  never  wore  the  grey  pinstripe  suit  again. 


97 


THE  FOL'RTH  DIMENSION 


Essay 

by  Hugh  McGuire  1 1 

The  main  reason  for  the  deterioration  of  the  boy's  democracy  into  anarchy  and  war  is  Golding's  belief  that 
man  is  inherently  evil,  wicked,  and  destructive.  Jack's  presence  was  as  well  a  leading  factor  in  the  decline  of  the 
boys'  civilization,  but  his  appeal  was  the  hunting  and  animalistic  violence  that  he  offered,  not  just  his  dominating 
character.  His  power  lay  only  in  the  lifestyle  he  prompted,  and  not  in  some  intrinsic  quality  in  himself  (although  his 
leadership  characteristics  gave  him  the  ability  to  offer  his  way  of  life).  Although  Jack  may  have  caused  the  violence 
and  the  war  with  Ralph,  it  was  his  "subjects'"  willingness  to  embrace  his  will  and  wishes  — violence —  which  made 
the  hunt  a  reality.  Because  Jack  presented  a  course  of  action  which  appealed  to  the  nature  of  the  boys,  they  gladly 
followed.  There  was  no  higher  authority  to  fear  on  the  island  (as  Bertrand  Russell  would  have),  so  they  went  ahead 
with  the  hunt.  Certainly  the  violent  hunting  instinct  was  part  of  the  boys'  nature,  as  Freud  would  have  argued;  and 
certainly  real  authority  would  have  halted  their  actions,  as  Russell  would  have  insisted.  But  the  question  Remain 
RoUand  would  have  asked  is.  would  the  boys  have  done  what  they  did  without  a  leader  such  as  Jack?  I  tend  to  think 
not,  but  contrary  to  Rolland's  thinking,  1  do  believe  the  boys  on  the  island  were  more  than  pawns  in  Jack's  hands. 
Although  Jack  was  extreme,  he  did  appeal  to  the  boys.  If  he  had  not.  they  would  have  remained  with  Ralph. 

As  with  the  microcosmic  island,  the  war  in  the  Arabian  Gulf  (a  and  all  wars  for  that  matter)  is  not  caused  by 
one  -  Freud's.  Rolland's  or  Russell's  -  theory  of  war,  but  a  combination  of  the  three.  Certainly  and  inarguably  this 
particular  war  could  not  have  started  had  Hussein  not  decided  to  invade  Kuwait,  and  had  Bush  not  been  interested 
in  Kuwait.  But  these  two  leaders  did  not  con  their  unwitting  and  unwiUing  pure,  dupe  followers  through  lies, 
propaganda,  and  "alcohol  and  by  harlots,"  to  quench  their  personal  insatiable  thirst  for  evil.  These  two  leaders  are 
men,  and,  as  such  are  subject  to  the  same  desires,  needs,  instincts  as  all  others.  These  desires,  needs,  and  instincts 
on  an  individual  level  often  translate  into  aggressive  behavior  —  fights  at  the  hockey  game,  arguments  with 
teachers,  muggings,  and  enjoyment  of  Jean-Claude  Van  Dame  —  but  when  the  power  of  so  many  soldiers  is  at 
hand,  they  can  only  result  in  war.  World  leaders  do  on  a  global  scale  what  common  men  can  only  do  on  a  singular 
level.  The  war  in  the  Gulf  was  caused  by  the  will  of  two  leaders;  however  the  naked  attitudes  of  these  men  are 
particular  to  controllers  of  countries  —  they  are  common  feehngs  inherent  in  all  men.  This  war,  like  all  wars,  is  the 
direct  resuh  of  single  men,  but  the  reflection  of  all  humanity. 
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Conversation  with  John 
Parti 

by  Matthew  Pelton  1 1 A 

I  suppose  it  was,  more  or  less,  what  I  had  expected.  I  mean,  I'd  never  been  to  a  self-help  group  before,  but  I 
know  about  them,  like  everybody  does.  I'm  sure  you  know  what  they're  all  about:  a  get-together  for  a  bunch  of 
people  who  try  to  be  basket  cases  but  aren't  good  enough  at  it  to  get  a  private  psychiatrist.  A  sort  of  master  class  in 
introspection.  Based  on  the  idea  that  sitting  in  the  basement  of  a  Protestant  church  on  plastic  chairs  under 
fluorescent  lights  talking  to  a  group  of  dolts  will  cure  deep,  inner  mental  problems. 

Of  course,  it  probably  works  for  those  stupid  enough  to  believe  that  it  works.  One  of  those  paradoxes  of 
psychology.  Like  they  say.  you  have  to  want  to  be  helped  in  order  to  be  helped. 

"They."  I  really  should  stop  using  that  word.  It's  the  word  that  sent  me  to  that  group,  you  know.  I  could 
never  stand  the  implications,  the  idea  that  out  there,  ruling  the  world,  are  the  unwashed,  uneducated,  unintelligent 
masses.  That  idiot  society  that  decides  that,  since  I  can't  identify  with  them.  I've  got  a  mental  disorder.  A 
"superiority  complex  resulting  from  feelings  of  alienation."  they  call  it,  and  send  me  off  to  "Dealing  With  Your 
Isolation:  Self-Help  for  the  Alienated." 

That  name  really  did  fit  the  group:  both  were  so  dramatic  and  riveting.  1  showed  up  late,  of  course,  hoping  1 
could  just  wander  in  unnoticed.  But  since  when  has  anything  gone  my  way?  The  woman  running  the  show  leapt  to 
her  feet  and  said  that  I  must  be  John  and  they  were  all  glad  I  was  there  and  I  should  take  a  seat  and  meet  everybody. 
So  I  did. 

There  must  be  some  other  intelligent  people  in  this  world.  1  can't  be  the  only  one.  But  there  certainly  wasn't 
any  intellectual  life  in  this  group.  One  guy  just  couldn't  get  over  being  dumped  by  his  girlfriend;  one  guy  had 
changed  jobs  and  couldn't  adjust  to  his  life;  one  woman  just  couldn't  identify  with  God  any  longer.  Or,  at  least,, 
those  were  their  stories.  Really,  they  were  just  looking  for  a  firiend.  Trying  to  find  fellow  losers  to  be  with. 

Maybe  I  shouldn't  be  so  cruel  to  those  people.  After  all,  they  weren't  all  that  much  worse  than  all  the  other 
imbeciles  that  make  up  this  world.  Really,  they  were  hardly  even  worse  than  my  own  mother.  You  know,  that  crazy 
bitch  was  so  sure  that  I  was  mentally  diseased  that  she  was  going  to  disown  me  unless  I  got  some  help. 

Maybe  I  am  insane,  though.  I  mean,  all  you  have  to  do  to  be  deranged  is  see  the  world  differently  from 
everybody  else.  If  somebody  did  figure  out  the  central  meaning  of  the  universe  and  the  answer  to  all  life,  and  if  he 
was  stupid  enough  to  tell  everybody  about  it,  they'd  probably  lock  him  up  in  some  asylum  somewhere. 

Or  maybe  they'd  just  send  him  to  a  self-help  group.  And  the  woman  in  charge  would  tell  him  that  he  was 
alienated  because  he  had  chosen  to  shut  himself  off  from  the  rest  of  the  world,  that  all  he  had  to  do  was  decide  to  re- 
integrate himself  into  society.  That  was  the  incredible  revelation  forced  on  us  in  the  group.  That  woman  was  telling 
us,  "Society  didn't  reject  you;  you  rejected  society."  As  if  I  didn't  know.  I  mean,  I  hated  the  world.  I  know  I  had 
chosen  to  cut  myself  off  from  the  faceless,  mindless,  tasteless  universe.  Her  insight  didn't  help  much  there. 

The  next  thing  she  had  to  say  wasn't  very  useful,  either,  which,  of  course,  surprised  no  one.  She  told  us  all 
that  alienation  was  impossible.  You  see,  if  you're  alienated,  you  can  identify  with  all  the  other  alienated  people 
around,  so  you're  not  alone.  Another  damned  fool  paradox. 
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She  did  say  something  later,  though,  that  got  me  thinking.  She  had  asked  me  to  tell  everybody  what  I  was 
doing  there,  and  I  decided  not  to  let  them  know  that  what  I  was  doing  was  keeping  my  inheritance.  So  I  piled  on 
some  crap  about  how  I  could  never  identify  with  other  people.  I  said  that,  whenever  1  met  anybody,  I  couldn't  help 
realizing  that  the  thoughts  that  go  through  his  head  are  no  different  from  my  thoughts  that  we  really  had  no  hope  of 
ever  being  able  to  relate  to  one  another.  Which  is  sort  of  true,  anyways.  But  it  didn't  get  the  answer  I  expected.  She 
actually  said  something  pertinent. 

I  remember  her  exact  words.  "You  see,  your  problem  is  that  you  think  too  much.  You  have  to  act  on  impulse 
and  go  with  your  first  idea.  Do  what  you  want  just  because  you  want  to  do  it.  Be  with  people  just  for  the  sake  of 
being  with  people." 

It  was,  I  think,  the  first  time  in  my  life  that  I  actually  took  advice  from  somebody,  especially  a  moron  like 
that.  But  I  think  the  woman  accidentally  stumbled  onto  something  brilliant.  I  mean,  she  was  right.  I  might  as  well 
do  exactly  what  I  want  all  the  time.  Nothing  I  do  makes  any  real  difference  anyways.  And  acting  on  whim  would 
make  me  happiest,  wouldn't  it? 

So  that's  when  I  decided  to  kill  my  mother. 
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God  of  Glory 

by  Matthew  Pelton  llA 

I  throw  away  objecting  reality  with  all  its  chains  and  obstacles,  to  find  infinite  liberty.  Call  it  spiritual 
enlightenment,  if  you  like;  to  me,  it  is  no  more  than  a  dissolving  of  the  lines  of  truth,  a  voyage  into  another  part  of 
experience,  a  re-stating  of  the  universe  to  form  an  undying  climax  of  joy  and  pleasure. 

I  plunge  into  a  dangerous  sea  of  flaming  sexuality  and  love,  a  woman  who  exists  only  for  me  but  never  lets 
go  of  her  independence,  who  is  open  and  honest  and  eternal  but  hides  behind  her  honest  mystery,  who  never 
loosens  her  grasp  on  me  but  frees  me  on  the  world,  where  I  fight  for  myself  and  all  that  is  good.  I  struggle  in  the 
open  air,  under  the  burning  sky  and  the  calm  sun.  rolling  in  the  pulsating  greens  and  browns  and  blues  of  a  more 
natural  nature,  wrestling  with  my  sworn  enemy  in  a  primeval,  fearful  fight  for  life,  unrestricted  by  weapons  or  rules. 
I  am  torn,  but  the  pain  is  joy,  and  it  inspires  me  to  victory,  leaving  my  friend  lifeless  and  vanquished  ,  but  unhurt 
and  forgiving. 

Now  I  can  claim  what  is  rightfully  mine;  the  trees,  the  sky,  the  gods,  the  woman.  1  bask  in  the  flickering 
light,  surrounded  by  the  thousands  of  things  made  for  me  by  all  these  people.  All  these  people  are  my  friends,  and  I 
will  do  anything  for  them;  but  right  now,  they  work  for  me  and  I  have  no  reason  to  move,  no  reason  to  act. 

Still  I  summarize  myself  and  everything  for  everybody  to  hear,  creating  the  words  that  change  the  world  and 
give  everyone  happiness  and  make  my  name  great.  All  the  people  listen  and  understand  and  accept;  they  worship 
me  now,  but  they  still  treat  me  like  an  ordinary  person. 

I  draw  back  though,  from  the  openness  to  live  between  my  four  walls,  surrounded  only  by  myself.  Music  and 
art  fill  the  air,  and  I  relax,  unconfused,  unashamed,  unworried.  I  fly,  free,  struggling  to  hold  on,  relaxed  where  I  am, 
the  sweetened  air  coohng  my  burning  senses,  the  salt  and  air  and  water  cHnging  to  my  legs  and  letting  me  soar, 
firee,  love  everything  and  everybody,  and  letting  me  walk  through  the  forests  and  meadows  and  streets  and  cities, 
and  I  am  free,  I  am  true,  I  am  more  than  I  have  ever  been. 
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